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AN 
ACCOUNT 
OF THE 


LIFE and WRITINGS 


OF THE 
KA UT H O R. 


IR Jeb Vanbrugb, an eminent dramatic 

Writer, Son of Mr. Giles Vanbrugb, of 
London, Merchant, was born in the Pariſh of 
St. Stephen's, Wallbrock, in 1666. The Fa- 
mily of Vaubrugb were for many Years Mer- 
chants of great Credit and Reputation, at 
Antwerp, and came into England in the reign 
of Queen Elizabeth, on account of the Per- 
ſecution for Religion. 


Sir John received a very liberal Education, 
and at the Age of nineteen, was ſent by his 
Father to France, where he continued ſome 

A 2 Years : 
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Years: He became very eminent for his 
Poetry, to which he. diſcovered an early pro- 
penſion. And, pity it is, that this agreeable 


Writer had not diſcovered his Wit, without 


any Mixture of that Licentiouſneſs, which, 
tho? it pleaſed, tended to corrupt the Au- 
dience. 


The Relapſe was the firſt Play our Author 
produced, but not the firſt he had written; 


for he had at that Time by him, all the Scenes 


of The Provok'd Wife; but being then doubt- 
ful whether he ſhould ever truſt it to the 
Stage, he flung it by, and thought no more 
of it: Why the laſt written Play was firſt acted, 
and for what Reaſon they were given to dit- 


ferent Stages, what follows will explain. 


Upon our Author's firſt Step into public 
Life, when he was hut an Enſign in. the 
Army, and had a Heart greatly above his 
Income, he happened ſomewhere at his Win- 
ter Quarters, upon a ſlender Acquaintance 


with Sir Thomas Skipwith, to receive a parti- 


cular Obligation from him; and many Years 
afterwards, when Sir Thomas's Intereſt in a 
Theatrical Patent (which he had a large 


Share in, though he little concerned himſelf 


in the Conduct of it) was riſing but ver 
lowly, Sir John thought that to give it a ft 
by a new Comedy, might be the handſomeſt 
os Return 
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Return ke could make to thoſe fl 
Favours; accordingly he ſoon 3 
The Relapſe, or, Virtue in Danger 
acted at the Theatre in Drury-La 
with univerſal Applauſe. 


former 
5 finiſhed 
ich was 


in 1696, | 


Upon the Succeſs of The Relapſe, the late 
Lord Hallifax, who was a favourer of Bet- 
terton's Company, having formerly heard 
ſome Scenes of The Provok'd Wife read to him, 
engaged Sir Jobn Vanbrugb to revile it, and 
give 1t to that Company. This was a Re- 
queſt not to be refuſed to ſo eminent a Pa- 
tron, of the Muſes as Lord Hallifax, who wa; 
equally a Friend and Admirer of Sir John 
himſelf ; nor was Sir Thomas Skipwith in the 
leaſt diſobliged by ſo reaſonable a Compli- 
ance, The Provob'd Wife was accordingly 
acted at the Theatre in Lincolu's Inn-Fietas in 
1697, with great Succeſs. 


Tho? this Play met with ſo favourable a 
Reception, yet it was not without its Ene- 
mies: People of the graver Sort blamed the 
looſeneſs of the Scenes, and the unguarded 
freedom of the Dialect ; and indeed Sir John 
himſelf appears to have been ſenſible of the 
immorality of his Scenes; for in the Year 
1725, when this Play was revived, he thought 
proper to ſubſtitute a new Scene 1n the fourth 
Act, in place of another, in which, in the. 

A 3 Wal 


8 Tie LIF EEf 


- wantonneſs of his Wit, he had made a Rake 


talk like a Rake, in the Habit of a Clergy- 


man; to avoid which Offence, he put the 


ſame Debanchee into the Undreſs of. a Wo- 
man of Quality; by which means the Follies 
he expoſed in the Petticoat, appeared to the 
Audience innocent and entertaining; which 
new Scene is now for the firſt Time printed 
at the End of the Play. 


Soon after the Succeſs of The Provo d Wife, 
Sir Jobn produced the Comedy of Hſop, in 
two Parts, which was acted at the Theatre- 
Royal in Drury Lane, in 1697. This was 
originally written in French by Mr. Bourſart, 
about ſix Years before; but the Scenes of Sir 
Polidorus Hogftye, the Players, and the Beau, 
were added by our Author. This Play con- 
tains a great deal of general Satire, and uſe- 
tul Morality ; notwithſtanding which, it met 
with but a cold Reception from the Audi- 


ence, and its run ended in about nine Days, 


This ſeemed the more ſurprizing, as the 
French Comedy was played to crowded Audi- 
ences for a Month together, The little Suc- 
ceſs this Piece met with on the Engliſh Stage, 
cannot be berter accounted for than in the 
Words of Mr. Cibber, who, ſpeaking of this 
Play, makes the following Obſervation : 
«© The Character that delivers Precepts of 


<« Wiſdom, is in ſome fort ſevere upon the 


Auditor, 
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«< Auditor, for ſhewing him one wiſer than 
<« himſelf z but when Folly is his Object, he 
* applauds himſelf for being wiſer than the 
<<. Coxcomb he laughs at; and who is not 
« more pleaſed with an Occaſion to commend, 
< thanto accuſe himſelf ?” | 


The next Play our Author wrote, was T he 
Falſe Friend, a Comedy, which was ated at 
the Theatre-Royal in Drury Lane, in 1702. 


In 1703, Sir John formed a Project of 
building a ſtately Theatre in the Haymarket, 
tor which he had intereſt enough to get a- 
Subſcription of thirty Perſons of Quality, at 
one hundred Pounds each, in canſideration. 
whereaf, every Subſcriber was far his own 
Life to be admitted to whatever Entertain- 
ments ſhould be publicly performed there, 
without any farther Payment for Entrance. 


In 1706, when this Houſe was finiſhed, 
Mr, Betterton and his Co-partners, who then 
acted at the Theatre in Lincoln's Inn Fields, 
diſſolved their Agreement, and put them- 
ſelves under the direction of Sir John Yan- 
 brugh and Mr. Congreve, imagining, perhaps, 

that the Conduct of two ſuch emment Au- 
thors might give a more proſperous turn to 
their Affairs; that the Plays it would now be 
their intereſt to write for them, would ſoon 

recover 
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recover the Town to a true Taſte, and be an 
Advantage that no other Company could 
hope for; and that till ſuch Plays could be 
written, the Grandeur of their Houſe, as it 
was a new ſpectacle, might allure the Crowd 
to ſupport them: But, if theſe were their 

Views, they ſoon found their Dependance 
upon them was too ſanguine; for though Sir 
John was a very expeditious Writer, yet Mr. 
Congreve was too judicious to let any Thing 
come unfiniſhed from his Pen. Beſides, every 
proper Convenience of a good Theatre had 
been ſacrificed to ſhew the Audience a vaſt 
triumphal Piece of Architecture, in which, 
by Means of the ſpaciouſneſs of the Dome, 
Plays could not be ſucceſsfully repreſented, 
becauſe the Actors could not be diſtinctly 


heard. 


Not long before this Time, the 4talian 
Opera began to ſteal into Exgland, but in as 
rude a Diſguiſe as poſſible : notwithſtanding 
which, the new Monſter pleaſed, though ir 
had neither Grace, Melody, nor Action, to 
recommend it. To ſtrike in therefore with 
the prevailing Faſhion, Sir John and Mr. 
Congreve opened their New Theatre with a 
tranſlated Opera, ſet to Halian Muſic, called 
The Triumph of Love; but it met with a very 
cool Reception, being performed only three 
Times—to thin Houſes. 


Imme- 
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Immediately upon the Failureof this Opera, 
Sir Jobn Fanbrugh brought on his Comedy, 
called The Confeazracy, taken, but very greatly 
improved, from Les Bourgeoiſes d la Mode, of 
Monfieur D' Ancourt. The Succeſs of this 
Play was not equal to its Merit; for it is 
written with an uncommon Vein of Wit and 
Humour; which plainly ſhews that the dif- 
ficulty of hearing, diſtinctly, in that large 
Theatre, was no ſmall Impediment to the 
Applauſe that might have followed the ſame 
Actors on any other Stage; and indeed every 
Play acted there before the Houſe was al- 
tered, ſeemed to ſuffer greatly from the ſame 
Inconvenience; for what few could plainly 
hear, it was not likely many could applayd. 
In a Word, the Profpe&t of Profits from this 

Theatre was fo very barren, that Mr. Can- 
ęgreve, in a few Months, gave up his Share in 
it wholly to Sir Jobn Vaubrugb; who, as he 
had a happier Talent of throwing the Eng- 
liſb Spirit into his Tranſlations, than any 
other Author who had borrowed from them, 
he in the ſame Seaſon produced The Miſtake, 
a Comedy, taken from Le D'epit Amoureux, 
of Moliere; and The Country Houſe, a Farce, 
tranſlated from The French, which has been 
acted at all the Theatres with general Ap- 
plauſe. | 


Sir 
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Sir John ſoon afterwards, thoroughly tired 
of Theatrical Affairs, determined to get rid 
of his Patent on the beſt Terms he could; 
he accordingly made an Offer to Mr. Owen 
Swiney of his Houſe, Clothes, and Scenes, 
with the Queen's Licence to employ them, 
upon Payment of the Rent of five Pounds 
upon every acting Day, and not to exceed 
700 l. in the Year ; with which Propoſal Mr. 
Swiney ſoon complied, and managed that 
Stage for ſome Time after. 


Sir Jobn is not a little to be admired for 
his Spirit, and readineſs in producing Plays 
ſo faſt upon the Neck of one another; for, 
notwithſtanding his quick Diſpatch, there is 
a clear and lively Simplicity in his Wit, that 
neither wants the Ornaments of Learning, 
nor has the leaſt Smell of the Lamp, as the 
Face of a fine Woman, with her Locks 
looſe about her, may then be in its greateſt 
Beauty; ſuch were his Productions, only 
adorned by Nature. And there is, beſides, 
ſomething ſo catching to the Ear, and ſo 
ealy to the Memory, in all he writ, that it 
has been obſerved by all the Actors of thoſe 
Times, the Stile' of no Author whatſoever 
gave their Memory leſs Trouble, than that of 
Sir John Vanbrugb. And indeed his Wit 
and Humour was fo little laboured, that his 
moſt entertaining Scenes ſeem to be no more 

than 
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than his common Converſation committed 
to Paper. As his Conceptions were ſo full 
of Life and Humour, it is not much to be 
wondered at, if his Muſe ſhould be ſome- 
times too warm to wait the ſlow Pace of 
Judgment, or to endure the Drudgery of 
forming a regular Fable to them, | 


Beſides the Plays already mentioned, Sir 
John left behind him Part of a Comedy, 
called A Journey to London, which has ſince 
been made an entire Play of by Mr. Cibber, 
and called The Provoked Huſband, and was 
acted at the Theatre-Royal, in Drury Lane, 


in 1727, for twenty-eight Nights ſucceſſively, 
with univerſal Applauſe, 


In 1703, he was appointed Clarencieux 
King of Arms, and in 1706 was commil- 
fioned by Queen Anne to carry the Habit 
and Enſigns of the Order of the Garter to 
*King George the Firſt, then at Hanover; he 
was likewiſe Comptroller-General of the 
Board of Works, and Surveyor of the Gar- 
dens and Waters. In the Year 1714, he 
received the Order of Knighthoog ; and in 
1719 he married Henrietta Maria, Daughter 
of Colonel Yarborough, of Haſlington, near 
York, by whom he had three Children; 
Charles the eldeſt was killed at the Battle of 
Fontenoy, the other two died young. 


Sir 
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IN Sir Jobn died at his Houſe in Scortand, 
4. Yard, the 26th, of March, 1726, and is in- 
| terred in the Family Vault, under the Church 


of St. Stephen . . albroal. 
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abortive Brat is come into the World with, 
would be to provoke the Town with a long 
uſeleſs Preface, when it is, I doubt, ſufficiently 
ſoured already by a tedious 45 


1 go about to excuſe half the Deſects this 


I do therefore (with all the Humility of a repent- 
ing Sinner) confeſs, it wants every thing------- but 
length; and in that, I hope, the ſevereſt Critick 
will be pleas'd to acknowledge I have not been 
wanting. But my Modeſty will ſure atone for 
every thing, when the World ſhall know it is fo 
great, I am even to this Day inſenſible of thoſe two 
{hining Graces in the Play (which ſome part of the 
Town is pleas'd to compliment me with) Blaſphe- 
my and Bawdy. | 

For my part, I cannot find them out : If there 
were any obſcene Expreſſions upon the Stage, here 
they are in the Print; for I have dealt fairly, I 
have not ſunk a Syllable, that coutd (though by 
racking of Myſteries) be rang'd under that Head; 
and yet I believe with a ſteady Faith, there is not 
one Wen of a real Reputation in "Town, but 
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when ſhe has read it impartially over in her Cloſet, 
will find it fo innocent, ſhe will think it no Affront 
to her Prayer-Book, to lay it upon the fame Shelf. 
So to them (with all manner of Deference) I en- 
tirely refer my cauſe; and I am confident they 
vill juſtify me againſt thoſe Pretenders to Good- 
manners, who at the ſame. time have fo little 
Reſpect for the Ladies, they wou'd extract a baw- 
dy Jeſt from an Ejaculation, to put them out of 
countenance, But I expect to have theſe well-bred 
Perſons always my Enemies, ſince I am ſure I ſhall 
never write any thing lewd enough to make them 
my Friends. 

As for the Saints (your thorough-pac'd ones, I 
mean, with ſkrew'd Faces and wry Mouths) I 
deſpair of them ; for they are Friends to nobody : 
They love nothing but their Altars and themſelves ; 
they have too much Zeal to have any Charity ; 
they make Debauches in Piety, as Sinners do in 


' Wine; and are as quarrelſome in their Religion, 


as other People are in their Drink: ſo J hope no- 
body will mind what they ſay. But if any Man 
(with flat plod Shoes, a little Band, greaſy Hair, 
and a dirty Face, who is wiſer than I, at the Ex- 
pence of being forty Years older) happens to be 
offended at a Story of a Cock and a Bull, and a 
Prieſt and a Bull-dog, I beg his pardon with all 
my Heart; which, I hope, I ſhall obtain, by 
eating my Words, and making this publick Recan- 
tation. I do therefore, tor his Satisfaction, ac- 
knowledge I lyed, when I ſaid, they never quit 
their hold; for in that little time I have liv'd in the 
World, I thank God I have ſeen them forc'd to it 
more than once; but next time J will ſpeak with 
more Caution and Truth, and only ſay, they have 


very good Iccth, 
If 
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If T have offended any honeſt Gentleman of the 
Town, whoſe Friendſhip or good Word is worth 
the having, I am very ſorry for it; I hope they will 
correct me as gently as they can, when they con- 
ſider I have had no other Deſign, in running a 
very great Riſk, than to divert (if poſſible) ſome 
part of their Spleen, in ſpite of their Wives and 
their Taxes, 

One Word more about the Bawdy, and I have 
done. I own the firſt Night this thing was acted, 
ſome Indecencies had like to have happened ; but 
it was not my Fault. 

The fine Gentleman of the Play, drinking his 
Miſtreſs's Health in Nants Brandy, from fix in the 
Morning to the time he waddled on upon the Stage 
in the En had toaſted himſelf up to ſuch a 
pitch of Vigour, I confeſs I once gave Amanda for 
gone, and am fince (with all due reſpect to Mrs. 

gers) very nes, ſhe eſcaped; for I am confident 
a certain Lady (let no one take it to herſelf that is 
handſome) =, highly blames the Play, for the 
Barrenneſs of the Concluſion, would then have al- 
lowed it a very natural Cloſe. 
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Spoken by Miſs Cross, 


22. S, this Play in too much haſte was aof it, 
o be &ercharg'd with either Plot or Mit ; 

*T was got, conceiv d, and born in fix Weeks Space, 

And Wit, you knoxw, *s as flow in Growthmnnas Crace. 

Sure it can neer be ripen'd to yuur Taſte;. 

1 doubt *twwill prove our Author bred too faſt : 

For mark em well, who with the Muſes marry, 

T hey rarely do conceive, but they miſcarry. 

"Ts the hard Fate of thaſe who are big with Rhyme, 

Still to be brought-to-bed before their Time. 

Of our late Pocts, Nature few has made; 

The greateſt part. are only ſo by Trade. 

Still want of ſomething brings the ſeribbling Fit; 

For want of Money ſome of em hade aurit, 

And others do't, you ſee —for avant of Wit, 

Honour, they fancy, ſummons em to aurite, 

So out they lug in reſty Nature's ſpight, 

As ſome of you ſpruce Beaux do ae you fight, 

Yet let the Ebb of Wit be ne'er fo low, 

Some Glimpſe of it a Man may hope to ſhow, 

Upon a Theme ſo ample——as a Beau. 

So, howſorer true Courage may decay, 

Perhaps there's not one Smock-Face here to-day, 

But's bold as Cæſar — to attack a Play. 


ww Wo — Wu 


PR IL. O 1-6 


Nay, what's yet more, with an undaunted Face, 
To do the Thing with more heroick Grace, 


*Tis fix to four y' attack the ſtrongeſt Place. 
Ion are ſuch Hotſpurs in this kind of Venture, 


I here there's no Breach, juſt there you needs muſt enter. 
But be advis' dm 


Een give the Hero and the Critique ver, 
For Nature ſent you on another ſcore ; f 


She formed her Beau, for nothing but her Whore. 


Dramatis 
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MEN. 
0 Sir Nevelty Faſhion, newly created . 
il Lord Feppingten, 8 Mr. Cibber. 
Young Faßbion, his Brother, Ir. A. 


Lovele/s, Huſband to Amanda, Mr. Verbruggen. 

Worthy, a Gentleman of the Town, Mr. Powel, 

Sir Tunbelly Clumſey, a Country | 
Gentleman, ; : Mr. Billeck. 


Sir John Friendly, his Neighbour, Mr. Mills. 


Coupler, a Matchmaker, Mfr. Johnſon, 
Bull, Chaplain to Sir Tunbelly, Mr, S:'mp/or. 
Syringe, a Surgeon, . Mr. Hayne;. 
Lory, Servant to Young Faſpion, ' Mr. Dogget. 


Shoemaker, Taylor, Perriwig-maker, Cc. 


WOMEN. 


Amanda, Wife to Loveleſs, Mrs, Rogers. 
Berinthia, her Couſin, a young Widow, Mrs. Verbruggen, 


Mits Hozd:n, a great Fortune, Daugh- 
ter to Sir Twnbelly, : Mrs. Creo/s. 


Nurſe, her Governant, Mrs. Powel. 
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Enter Loveleſs, reading. 


Our Heaven is ſeated in our Minds! 

A Through all the roving Pleaſures of my Youth, 
(Where Nights and Days ſeem all conſum'd in Joy, 
Where the falſe Face of Luxury 
Diſplay'd ſuch Charms, 

As might have ſhaken the moſt holy Hermit, 
And made him totter at his Altar) 
I never knew one Moment's Peace like this. 
Here—in this little ſoft Retreat, 
My thoughts unbent from all the Cares of Life, 
Content with Fortune, 
Eas'd from the grating Duties of Dependence, 
B 5 From 


FH OW true is that Philoſophy which — 1 


10 The RELAPSE, or, 


From Envy free, Ambition under foot, 

The raging Flame of wild deſtructive Luſt 
Reduc'd to a warm pleaſing Fire of lawful Love, 
My Life glides on, and all is well within. 


Enter Amanda, 


Lov. meeting y How does the happy Cauſe of my Con- 
her kindly, | tent, my dear Ananda? . 
You find me muſing on my happy State, 
And full of grateful Thoughts to Heaven, and you. 
Aman, Thoſe grateful Offerings Heaven can't receive 
With more Delight than I do: 
Would I cou'd ſhare with it as well 
The Diſpenſations of its Bliſs, 
That I might ſearch its choiceſt Favours out, 
And ſhower em on your Head for ever. 
Lev. The largeſt Boons that Heaven thinks fit to grant 
To Things it has decreed ſhall crawl on Earth, 
Are in the Gift of Woman form'd like you. 
Perhaps when Time ſhall be no more, 
When the aſpiring Soul ſhall take its Flight, 
And drop this pond'rous Lump of Clay behind it, 
It may have Appetites we know not of, * 
And Pleaſures as refin'd as its Deſires 
But till that Day of Knowledge ſhall inſtruct me, 
'The utmoſt Bleffing that my 'Thought can reach, 
[Taking ber in his Arms] 1s folded in my Arms, and 
rooted in my Heart. 
Aman, There let it grow for ever. 
Low. Well ſaid, Amanda let it be for ever. 
Wou'd Heaven grant that -— 
Aman. Twere all the Heaven I'd aſk, 
But we are clad in black Mortality, 
And the dark Curtain of eternal Night 
At laſt muſt drop between us. | 
Tov. It muſt: that mournful Separation we muſt ſee. 
A bitter Pill it is to all ; but doubles its ungrateful Taſte, 
When Lovers are to {ſwallow eit; 
Anan. Perhaps that Pain may only be my Lot, 
You poſſibly may be exempted from it; * 
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Men find out ſofter ways to quench their Fires. 

Lew. Can you then doubt my Conſtancy, Amanda? 
You'll find 'tis built upon a ſteady Baſis 
'The Rock of Reaſon now ſupports my Love, 
On which it ſtands fo hx'd, 
The rudeſt Hurricane of wild Deſire 
Wou'd, like the Breath of a ſoft ſlumbering Babe, 
Paſs by, and never ſhake it. 

Aman, Yet fall *tis ſafer to avoid the Storm; 
The ſtrongeſt Veſſels, if they put to Sea, 
May poſſibly be loſt. | 
Wou'd | cou'd keep you here in this calm Port for ever! 
Forgive the Weakneſs of a Woman, | 
1 am uneaſy at your going to ſtay ſo long in Town; 
I know its falſe inſinuating Pleaſures; 
T know the Force of its Deluſions; 
I know the Strength of its Attacks ; 
J know the weak Defence of Nature; 
I know you are a Man—-and I-—a Wife, 

Lov. You know then all that needs to give you Reſt, 
For Wife's the ſtrongeſt Claim that you can urge. 
When you would plead your Title to my Heart, 
On this you may depend ; therefore be calm, 
Baniſh your Fears, for they are 'Traitors to your Peace: 
Beware of them, they are infinuating buſy I hin 
That goſſip to and fro, and do a World of Miſehief 
Where they come: But you ſhall foon be Miſtreſs of em all, 
I'll aid you with ſuch Arms for their Deſtruction, 
They never ſhall ere& their Heads again, | 
You know the Buſineſs is indiſpenſible, that obliges - 
Me to go to London, and you have no Reaſon, that 1 
Know of, to believe that I'm glad of the Occaſion : 
For my honeſt Conſcience is my Witneſs, 
I have found a due Succeſſion of ſuch Charms 
In my Retirement here with you, 
I have never thrown one roving Thought that way; 
But ſince, againft my Will, Pm dragg'd onee more 
To that uneaſy Theatre of Noi ſe, | 
I am reſolv'd to make ſuch uſe on't, 
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As ſhall convince you 'tis an old caſt Miſtreſs, 

Who has been ſo laviſh of her Favours, 

She's now grown Bankrupt of her Charms, 

And has not one Allurement left to move me. 
Aman. Her EOw, I do believe, is grown ſo weak, 

Her Arrows (at this diſtance) cannot hurt you, 

But in approaching em you give em Strength: 

The Dart that has not far to fly, 1 

Will put the beſt of Armour to a dangerous Trial. 
Lov. That Trial paſt, and y'are at eaſe for ever; 

When you have ſeen the Helmet prov'd, IS 

You'll apprehend no more for him that wears it: 

"Therefore to put a laſting Period to your Fears, 

I an reſolw'd, this once, to launch into Temptation, 

Pl give you an Eſſay of all my Virtues ; * 

My former boon Companions of the Bottle 

Shall fairly try what Charms are left in Wine: 

T'll take my Place amongſt them, 

They ſhall hem me in, 

Sing Praiſes to their God, and drink his Glory z 

Turn wild Enthuſiaſts for his ſake, 3 

And Beaſts to do him Honour: 

Whilſt I, a ſtubborn Atheiſt, 


Sullenly look on, | 
Withourione reverend Glaſs to has Divinity... 
That for my Temperance, LE | 
Then for my Conitancy—— 


Aman. Ay, there take heed. 

Low. Indeed the Danger's ſmall. 
Aman. And yet my Fears are great. 
Low, Why are you ſo timorous ? 
Aman. Becauſe you are ſo bold. 
Lev. My Courage ſhould diſperſe your Apprehenſions. 
Aman. My Apprehenſions ſhould alarm your Courage. 

Lev. Fy, fy, Amanda, it is not kind thus to diſtruſt me. 
Aman. And yet my Fears are founded on my Love. 
Lov. Your Love then is not founded as it ought ; 

For if you can believe tis poſſible 

* I ſhou'd again relapſe to my paſt Follies, 
I muſt appear to you a thing ! 
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That but to think of me with Inclination, 
Wou'd be a Weakneſs in your 1 aſte, 
Your Virtue ſcarce cou'd anſwer. 

Aman. Twou'd be a Weakneſs in my Tongue, 
My Prudence cou'd not aniwer, 
If I ſhou'd preſs you farther with my Fears; 
Fl therefore trouble you no longer with 'em. 
ov. Nor ſhall they trouble you much longer, 

A little time ſhall ſhew you they were groundleſs ; : 
This Winter ſhall be the fiery Trial of my INE 3 
Which, when it once has paſt, 
You'll be convinc'd *twas of no falſe Allay, 
There all your Cares will end 

Aman. Pray Heaven they may ! 1 

* Hand in Hand. 


L—— _— * 
— œ 


SCENE, iteball. 
Enter Young F aſhion, Lory, and Waterman. 


Young F aſh. 
Pormanteau. 


Lery. Faith, Sir, I think the Waterman had as good 
take the Portmanteau, and pay himſelf. 

Young Faſb. Why ſure there's ſomething left in't. 

Lery. But a ſolitary old Waiſtcoat, ucoa my Honour, 
Sir. 

Young Faſh. . what's become of the blue Coat, 
Sirrah ? 

Lory. Sir, *twas eaten at Grave/end ; the Reckoning 
came to thirty Shillings, and your Privy-Purſe was 
worth but two Halt-Crowns. 

Yeung Faſh., Tis very well. 

Wat. Pray, Maſter, will you pleaſe to Sifparch me ? 

Young Faſp, Ay, here a —- Canſt thou change me a 
Guinea? 


ory. [ajidz.) Good. 


Ome, pay the Waterman, and take the 


Hat 
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Wat. Change a Guinea, Maſter ! Ha, ha, your Ho- 
nour 's pleas'd to compliment. 

Young Faſh, T'gad I don't know how I ſhall pay thee 
then, for I have nothing but Gold about me. 

Lory. [affe] —-Hum, hum. 

Young Fab. What doſt thou expect, Friend ? 

Wat. Why, Maſter, ſo far againſt Wind and Tide, 
is richly worth half a Piece. 

Leung Faſh. Why, faith, I think thou art a good con- 
ſcionable Fellow. I'gad, I begin to have ſo good an 
Opinion of thy Honeſty, I care not if I leave my Port- 
manteau with thee, till I ſend thee thy Money. 

Wat. Ha! God bleſs your Honour; I ſhould be as 
willing to truſt you, Maſter, but that you are, as a 
Man may ſay, a Stranger to me, and theſe are nimble 
Times ; there are a great many Sharpers ſtirring. [Tak- 
ing up the Portmanteau.] Well, Maſter, when your Wor- | 
ſlap ſends the Money, your Portmanteau ſhall be forth- 
coming, My Name's Tugg, my Wife keeps a Brandy. 
Shop in Drab-Ally at Mapping. 

Yeung Faſh, Very well; I'll ſend for't to-morrow. 

[Exit War, 
Lory. Se—- Now, Sir, I hope you'll own yourſelf a 
happy Man, you have outliv'd all your Cares. : 

Young Faſh, How ſo, Sir? _. 

Lory. Why you have nothing left to take care of. 

Young Faſh. Ves, Sirrah, 1 have myſelf and you to 


take care of ſtill. | 
Lory. Sir, if you cou'd but prevail with ſomebody elſe 


to do that for you, 1 tancy we might both fare the bet- 
ter for t. 
Yeung Faſo, Why, if thou canſt tell me where to ap- 
ply mytelf, I have at preſent ſo little Money, and fo much 
Rumility about me, I don't know but I may follow a 
Fool's Advice. 3 
Lery. Why then, Sir, your Fool adviſes you to lay afide 
all Animoſity, and apply to Sir \owelzy, your elder Brother. 
Yeung Faſh, Damn my elder Brother. 
Lery. With all my heart ; but get him to redeem your 


Annuity, however, 


Young - 
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Young Faſb. My Annuity ! *Sdeath, he's ſuch a Dog, 
he would not give his Powder-Puff to redeem my Soul. 

Lory. Look you, Sir, you muſt wheedle him, or you 
muſt ſtarv e. | | 

Leung Fab. Look you, Sir, I will neither wheedle 
him, nor ſtarve. 

Lory. Why? what will you do then? 

Young Faßb. I'll go into the Army. . 

Lory. You can't take the Oaths ; you are a Jacobite, 

Young Faßb. Thou may'ſt as well ſay I can't take Or- 
ders becauſe I'm an Atheiſt. 

Lory. Sir, I aſk your Pardon ; I find I did not know 
the Strength of your Conſcience, ſo well as I did the 
Weakneſs of your Purſe. | 

Young Faſp. Methinks, Sir, a Perſon of your Expe- 
rience thould have known, that the Strength of the Con- 
ſcience proceeds from the Weakneſs of the Purſe. 

Lory. Sir, I am very glad to find you have a Conſcience 
able to take care of us, let it proceed from what it will; 
but I defire you'll pleaſe to conſider, that the Army 
alone will be but a ſcanty Maintenance for a Perſon of 
your Generoſity (at leaſt as Rents now are paid); I ſhall 
ſee you ſtand in damnable need of ſome auxiliary Gui- 
neas for your menu Plaiſirs; 1 will therefore turn Fool 
once more for your Service, and adviſe you to go direct- 
ly to your Brother. | 

Young Faſh. Art thou then ſo impregnable a Block- 
head, to believe he'll help me with a Farthing ? 

Lory. Not if you treat him, de haut en bas, as you 
uſe to do. | 

Young Faſh. Why, how would'ſt have me treat him? 

Lory. Like a Trout, tickle him. 

Young Faßb. I can't fatter 

Lory. Can you ſtarve ? 

Young Faſb. Yes — 

Lory. I can't; Good-by t'ye, Sir— [ Going, 

Young Faſh, Stay, thou wilt diſtract me, What 
would'ſt thou have me to ſay to him ? 

Lory. Say nothing to him, apply yourſelf to his Fa- 
vourites ; ſpeak to his Perriwig, his Cravat, his Feather, 

his 
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his Snuff-box, and when you are well with them 
deſire him to lend you a 'Thoufand Pounds. I'll engage 
vou proſper, r | 
Young Faſo. *Sdeath and Furies! Why was that 
Coxcomb thruſt into the World before me ? O Fortune— 
Fortune—thou art a Bitch, by Gad [ Exeunt, 


— 
V * — 


SCENE, 4 Drefſmg-Room. 
Enter Lord Foppington in his Night-Gœæun. 


Lord Fop, DJAGE— [Enter Page, 
| Page. Sir, | 

Lord Fop. Sir! Pray, Sir, do me the Favour to teach 
your Tongue the Title the King has thought fit to ho- 
nour me with. 

Page. I aik your Lordſhip's Pardon, my Lord. 

Lord Fep. O, you can pronounce the Word then —T 
thought it would have choak'd you—-D'ye hear? 

Page. My Lord. 

Lord Fep. Call La Varole, I wou'd dreſs —[ Exit Page. 

Solus. 


Well, tis an unſpeakable Pleaſure to be a Man of Qua- 
lity——Strike me dumb My Lord — — Your Lord- 
hip — My Lord Foppington—--A4b! ce quelque choſe 
de beau, que le Diable m'emporte——— 

Why, the Ladies were ready to puke at me, whilſt I 
had nothing but Sir Nawelty to recommend me to 
em Sure whilſt I was but a Knight, I was a very 
nauſeous Felow—=Well, 'tis Ten ihouſand Pawnd 


- 


we.l given—-ftap my Vitals —— 5 
Enter La Varole. 


Me Lord, de Shoemaker, de Taylor, de Hoſier, de 
Sempfſtreſs, de Peru, be all ready, if your Lordſhip 
pleaſe to dreſs. 2 7 

Lord Fop. Tis well, admit 'em. 

La Var. Hey, Meſſieurs, entrez, 


Enter 


* 
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-- 


Enter Taylor, &C. 


Lord Fop. So, Gentlemen, I hope you have all taken 
pains to ſhew yourſelves Maſters in your Profeſſions, 

Tayl. I think I may preſume to ſay, Sir— 

La Var. My Lord you C lawn you. 

. Tayl, Why, is he made a Lord My Lord, I aſk 
your Lordſhip's Pardon ; my Lord, I hope, my Lord, 
your Lordſhip will pleaſe to own, I have brought your 
Lordſhip as accompliſh'd a Suit of Clothes, as ever Peer 
of England trode the Stage in, my Lord: Wall your 
Lordſhip pleaſe to try *em now ? 
Lord Fop, Ay, but let my People difpoſe the Glaſſes 
ſo, that I may ſee myſelf before and behind; for I love 
to ſee myſelf all raund 8 | 
[Whilft he puts on his Clothes, enter Young Faſhion 
and Lory] | 

Young Faſh. Hey-dey, what the Devil have we here 
Sure my Gentleman's grown a Favourite at Court, he 
has got ſo many People at his Levee, 

Lo. Sir, theſe People come in order to make him a 
Favourite at Court, they are to eſtabliſh - him with the 
Ladies. | 

Young Faſh. Good God! to what an Ebb of Taſte 
are Women fallen, that it ſhou'd be in the power of a 
lac'd Coat to recommend a Gallant to em | 

Lo. Sir, Taylors and Perriwig-makers are now be- 
come the Bawds of the Nation, *tis they debauch all the 
Women. | | 
Dung Faſh, Thou ſayeſt true; for there's that Fop 
now, has not by Nature wherewithal to move a Cook- 
maid, and by that time theſe Fellows have done with 
him, Pgad he ſhall melt down a Counteſs - But now 
for my Reception, I engage it ſhall be as cold a one, as 
a Courtier's to his Friend, who comes to put him in 
mind of his Promiſe. | 

Lord Fop. to his Taylor] Death and eternal Tartures ! 
Sir, I fay the Packet's too high by a Foot. 

Tayl. My Lord, if it had been an Inch lower, it would 
net 
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not have held your Lordſhip's Pocket-Handkerchief: 
Lord Fop. Rat my Packet-Handkerchief! Have not 
I a Page to'carry'it? You may make him a Packet up to 
his Chin a purpoſe for it; 2 I will not have mine 
come ſo near my Face. 
Tayl. Tis not for me to diſpute your Lordſhip's Fancy. 
Young Fafh. to Lo, y] His Lordſhip ! Lem, did you ob- 
ſerve that? | 
Lo, Yes, Sir; I always thought *twould end there, 
Now, I hope, you'll have a little more Reſpect for him. 
Young Faßb. Reſpe&t! Damn him for a Coxcomb ; 
now has he ruin'1 his Fftate to buy a Title, that he 
may be a Fool of the firſt Rate: But let's accoſt him 
o Lord Fop.] Brother, I m your Humble Servant. 
ore FG. O Lard, Tam; I dil not expe& you m 
England: Brother, I am glad to fee you=—— 
Turning to his Taylor.] Look you, Sir, I ſhall never be 
reconcil'd to this naufeous Packet; therefore pray get 
me another Sutrwith all manner of Expedition, for this 
is my eternal Averſion. Mrs. Callicoe, are not you of 
my Mind ? * . 25 | 
Semp. O, directly, my Lord, it can never be too low— 
Lord Fop. You are paſſitively in the right on't, for 
the Packet becomes no part of the Body but the Knee. 
Semp. I hope your Lordlhip is pleas*'d with your 
Steenkirk, | . 
Lord Fop. In love with it, ſtap my Vitals. Bring your 
Bill, you ſhall be paid . Sock . * 
Semp. I humbly thank your Honour — [Exit Semp, 
Lord Fop. Hark thee, Shoe-maker, theſe Shoes a'n't 
ug'y, but they don't fit me. 
hoe. My Lord, my thinks they fit you very well. 
Lord Fop. They hurt me juſt below the Inftep, - 
* Shoe. | feeling his Foot.) My Lord, they don't hurt you 
EY: 11 of n 
Lord Fop. I tell thee, they pinch me execrably. 
Shoe. My Lord, if they pinch you, I'll be bound to 
be hang'd, that's all. 


Lord Fop, Why, wilt thou undertake to perſuade me 
1 cannot feel? 1 
Ot. 
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Shoe. Your Lordſhip may pleaſe to feel what you 
think fit; but that Shoe does not hurt you — U think I 
underſtand my Trade — 
Lord Fop. Now by all that's great and powerful, thou 
art an incomprehenſible Coxcomb ; but thou makeſt 
ood Shoes, and fo I'll bear with thee. . 
 $hee, My Lord, I have work'd for half the People of 
Quality in Town theſe Twenty Years; and *tis very hard 
I ſhould not know when a Shoe hurts, and when it don't, 
Lord Fop, Well, pr'ythee, begone about thy Buſineſs. 
Ie. 
[To the Haſffer.] Mr. Mend Legs, a Word with you; the 
Calves of the Stockings are thicken'd a little too much, 
They make my Legs look like a Chairman's —— 
Mend, My Lord, my thinks they look mighty well. 
Lord Fop. Ay, but you are not fo good a judge of 
thoſe things as I am, I have ſtudy'd them all my Lite ; 
therefore pray let the next be the thickneſs of a Crawn- 
piece leſs—- ¶ Hide] If the Town takes notice my Legs 
are fallen away, twill be attributed to the Violence of 
ſome new Intrigue.” at enn e ö 
To the Perriwig-mater.)] Come, Mr. Foretop, let me 
ſee what you have done, and then the Fatigue of the 
Morning will be over. . 8 
Foretop. My Lord, I have done what I defy any 
Prince in Exrope to out-do ; I have made you a Perriwig 
ſo long, and ſo full of Hair, it will ſerve you for a Hat 
and Cloak in all Weathers. 
Lord Fop. Then thou haſt made me thy Friend to 
Eternity : Come, comb it out. | 
Young Faſh, Well, Lory, What do'ſt think on't? A 
very friendly Reception from à Brother after Three 
Years Abſence ! fed, | | 
Lory. Why, Sir, tis your own Fault; we ſeldom care 
for thoſe that don't love what we love: if you wou'd 
creep into his Heart, you muſt enter into his Pleaſures— 
Here you have ſtood ever fince you came in, and have 
not commended any one thing that belongs to him. 
Young Faſb. Nor never ſhall, while they belong to a 
Coxcomb, *. | _—_ 


Lory » 
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Zo: Then, Sir, you mult be content to pick a hun- 
one. 

Young Faſb. No, Sir, I'll crack it, and get to the 
Marrow before I have done, 

Lord Fop. Gad's Curſe ! Mr. Foretop, you don't in- 
tend to put this upon me for a full Perriwig ? 

Fore. Not a full one, my Lord! I don't know what 

your Lordſhip may pleaſe to call a full one, but I have 
cramm'd twenty Ounces of Hair into it. 
Tord Fep. What it may be by Weight, Sir, I ſhall not 
diſpute; but by Tale, there are not nine Hairs on a ſide, 
.. Fore. O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! Why, as God 
ſhall judge me, your Honor's Side-Face is reduc'd to 
the Tip of your Noſe. 

Lord Fop. My Side-Face may be in an Eclipſe for 

aught I know; but l'm ſure my Full-Face is like the 
Full- moon. 

. Fore. Heaven bleſs my Eye-ſight—— [ Rubbing his 
Eyes.) Sure I look thro' the wrong end of the Perſpec- 
tive; for by my Faith, an't pleaſe your Honour, the 
broadeſt place I ſee in your Face does not ſeem to me 
to be two Inches diameter. 

lord Fop. If it did, it would juſt be two Inches too 
broad; for a Perriwig to a Man, ſhould be like a Maſk 
to a Woman, nothing ſhould be ſeen but his Eyes—- 

Fore. My Lord, I have done; if you picaſe to have 
more Hair in your Wig, I'll put it in. | 

Lerd Fop. Paſſitively, yes. 

Fore. Shall I take it back now, my Lord ? 

Lord Fop. No: I'll wear it to-day, tho' it ſhew ſuch 

a manſtrous pair of Cheeks, ſtap my Vitals, I-ſhall be 

taken for a Trumpeter. | | Exit Fore, 

Yeung Faſb. Now your People of Buſineſs are gone, 
Brother, I hope I may obtain a quarter of an Hour's 
Audience of you. wy” 
Lord Fop. Faith, Tam, I muſt beg you'll excuſe me 
at this time, for I muſt away to the Houſe of Lards 
immediately; my Lady Teaſer's Caſe is to come on to- 
day, and 1 would not be abſent for the Salvation of 
Mankind, Hey, Page! is the Coach at the Door? 
N Page. 
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Page. Yes, my Lord. 

Lord Fop. You'll excuſe me, Brother. [ Going, 
Young Faſb. Shall you be back at Dinner? | 
Lord Fop. As Gad ſhall jedge me, I can't tell; for 
tis paſſible Imay dine with ſome of aur Hauſe at Lacker's, 

Young Faſh. Shall I meet you there? for | muſt needs 
talk with you. | | 

Lord Fop. That, I'm afraid, mayn't be ſo praper ; far 
the Lards I-commonly eat with, are a People of a nice 
Converſation ; and you know, Tam, your- Education 
has been a little at large: but if you'll ſtay here, you'll 
find a Family Dinner. Hey, Fellow! What is there for 
Dinner? There's Beef: I ſuppoſe my Brother will eat 
Beef. Dear Fam, I'm glad to ſee thee in EAglard, ſtap. 
my Vitals. [ Exit, with his Eguipage. 

Young Faſp, Hell and Furies, is this to be borne? - 

Lory. Faith, Sir, 1 cou'd almoſt have given him a 
knock o' th” Pate myſelf, 

Young Fab. Tis enough, I will now ſhew you the 
excels of my Paſſion by being very calm: Come, Lory, 
lay your Loggerhead to mine, and in cool Blood let us 
contrive his Deſtruction. 

Lery. Here comes a Head, Sir, would contrive it 
better than us both, if he wou'd but join in the Con- 
federacy. 

Enter Coupler. 

Yeung Faſb. By this Light, old Coupler alive ſtill! 
Why, how now, Matchmaker, art thou here ſtill to 
plague tne World with Matrimony ? You old Bawd, 
how have you the Impudence to be hobbling out of 
your Grave twenty Years after you are rotten ! | 

Cup. When you begin to rot, Sirrah, you'll go off 
like a Pippin, one Winter will ſend you to the Devil, 
What Miſchief brings you home again? Ha! You 
young laicivious Rogue; you: Let me put my Hand in- 
to your Boſom, Sirrah. 

Young Fab. Stand off, old Sedom. 

Coup, Nay, pr'ythee now don't be ſo coy. 

Yeung Faßb. Keep your Hands to yourſelf, you old 
Dog you, or Ill wring your Noſe off. 
| Coup. 


22 The RELAPSE; or, 


Coup. Haſt thou then been a Year in Tah, and 
brought home a Fool at laſt ? By my Conſcience, the 
young Fellows of this Age prof no more by their go- 
ing abroad, than they do by their going to Church, 
Sirrah, Sirrah, if you are not hang'd before you come 
to my Years, you'll know a Cock from a Hen. But 
come, I'm till a Friend to thy Perſon, tho' I have a 
Contempt of thy Underſtanding ; and therefore I would 
willingly know thy Condition, that I may ſee whether 
thou ſtandeſt in need of my Aſſiſtance; for Widows 
ſwarm, my Boy, the Town's infected with 'em. 

Yours Faſo. I ſtand in need of any body's Aſſiſtance, 
that will help me to cut my elder Brother's Throat, 
without the Riſque of being hang'd for him. | 
Coup. Vgad, Sirrah, I cou'd help thee to do him al- 
moſt as good a turn, without the danger of being burnt 
in the Hand for't. 

Young Faſb. Say'ſt thou ſo, old Satan? Shew me but 
that, and my Soul is thine. 72 
Coup. Pox o thy Soul! give me thy warm Body, Sir- 
rah; 1 ſhall have a ſubſtantial Title to't when I tell thee 
my Project, 7 pn.) 

Young Faſh. Out with it then, dear Dad, and take 
poſſeſſion as ſoon as thou wilt. | 

Coup. Sayeſt thou ſo, my Hepheftion ? Why, then, thus 
lies the Scene: but hold; who's that? If we are heard 
we are undone. 

Yeung Faſo. What have you forgot Lory? 

Coup. Who, truſty Lory, is it thee ? | 
Lory. At your Service, Sir. 

Coup, Give me thy Hand, old Boy; Pgad I did not 
know thee again; but I remember thy Honeſty, tho' I 
did not thy Face; I think thou hadi like to have been 
hang'd once or twice for thy Maſter, : 
Tory. Sir, I was very near once having that Honour. 
Coup. Well, live and hope; don't be diſcourag'd; eat 
with him, and drink with him, and do what he bids 
thee, and it may be thy Reward at laſt, as well as another's, 
To Young Faſh.] Well, Sir, you muſt know I have done 
you the Kindneſs to make up a Match for your Brother. 

. Young Faſh. 
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Young Faſo. I am very much beholden to you, truly. 

Coup. You may be, Sirrah, before the Win 
yet; the Lady is a great Heireſs; fifteen hundred Pound 
a year, and a great Bag of Money; the Match is con- 
cluded, the Writings are drawn, and the Pipkin's to be 
crack'd in a Fortnight—-Now you muſt know, Striphng 
(with Reſpect to your Mother), your Erother's the Son 
of a Whore. 

Young Faſb. Good, | 

Coup. He has given me a Bond of a Thouſand. Pounds 
for helping him to this Fortune, and has promis'd me as 
much more in ready Money upon the Day of Marriage; 
which, I underſtand by a Friend, he ne'er deſigns to pay 
me; if therefore you will be a generous young Dog, and 
ſecure me five thouſand Pounds, I'll be a covetous old 
Rogue, and help you to the Lady. | 

Young Fajh. I gad, if thou can'it bring this about, III 
have thy Statue caſt in Braſs. But don't you doat, you 
old Pandar-you, when you talk-at this rate ? 

Coup. That your youthfal Parts ſhall judge of : This 
plump Partridge, that I tell you of, lives in the Coun- 
try, fifty Miles off, with her honoured Parents, in a 
lonely old Houſe Which nobody comes near; ſhe never 
goes abroad, nor ſees Company at home : To prevent 
all Misfortunes, ſhe has her Breeding within Doors, 
the Parſon of the Pariſh teaches her to play on the Baſs» 
Viol, the Clerk to ſing, her Nurſe to dreſs, and her 
Father to dance: In ſhort, nobody can give you ad- 
mittance there but I; nor can I do it any other way, 
than by making you pals for your Brother. | 

Young Faſh. And how the Devil wilt thou do that? 

Coup. Without the Devil's Aid, I warrant thee. Thy 
Brother's Face not one of the Family ever ſaw; the whole 
Buſineſs has been manag'd by me, and all the Letters go 
thro' my Hands: The laſt that was writ to Sir Tunbelly 
Clumfey (for that's the old Gentleman's Name) was to tell 
him, his Lordſhip would be down in a Fortnight to con- 
ſummate. Now you ſhall go away immediately; pretend 
you writ that letter only to have the romantick Pleaſure 


of ſurprizing your Miſtreſs ; fall deſperately in Love, as 
ſoon 


F 
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foon as you ſee her; make that your Plea for marrying 
her immediately; and when the fatigue of the Wedding - 
night's over, you ſhall ſend me a ſwinging Purſe of 


Gold, you Dog you. | 
Young Faſh. I' gad, old Dad; I'll put my Hand in thy 


I Boſom now=—— _ 7 3g 
Coup. Ah, you young hot luſty Thief, let me muzzle 
u [King. 
Sirrah, let me muzzle you. . 
Young Faß. Pſha, the old Letcher=— + [ 4fde. 


Coup. Well; PII warrant thou haſt not a Farthing of 
N in thy Pocket now; no, one may ſee it in thy 
ace — — 


Young Faſb. Not a Sous, by Jupiter. 
Coup. Muſt I advance then ?— Well, Sirrah, be at my 


Lodgings in half an Hour, and I'll ſee what may be 
done; we'll ſign and ſeal, and eat a Pullet, and when 
I have given thee ſome farther Inſtructions, thou ſhalt 
hoiſt Sail and be gone——=— Kifing]-——T'other 
Buſs, and fo adieu. | C22 


Young Faſh. Um, *pſha, 
Ceup. Ah, you young warm Dog, you; what a de. 


licious Night will the Bride have on't! [Exit Coupler. 
Young Faſo. So, Lory; Providence, thou ſeeſt, at laſt 
takes care of Men of Merit: We are in a fair way to 


be great People. | 
Lo. Ay, Sir, if the Devil don't ſtep between the Cup 


and the Lip, as he uſes to do. 

Young Faſh. Why, faith, he has play'd me many a 
damn'd Trick to ſpoil my Fortune, and, I'gad, I'm al- 
molt afraid he's at work about it again now ; but if I 
ſhould tell thee how, thou'dſt wonder at me. 

Lo. Indeed, Sir, 1 ſhou'd not. 

Young Fajh. How doſt know ? 
Lo. Gale: Sir, I have wonder'd at you ſo often, I 


can wonder at you no more, . | 
Young Faſh. No! what wouldſt thou ſay if a Qualm of 


Conſcience ſhould ſpoil my Deſign ? | 
Lo. I wou'd eat my Words, and wonder more than ever. 


Young Faſo, Why, faith, Lory, tho' I am a young 
| | | Rake- 


. 
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Rake-hell, and have play'd many a Roguiſh Trick; 
this is ſo full grown a Cheat, I find 1 muſt take pains to 
come up to'tz | have Scruple —.— 

Lo. They are ſtrong Symptoms of Death; if you ſind 
they increaſe, pray, Sir, make your Will. 

Young Faſb. No, my Conſcience ſhan't ſtarve me, nei- 
ther. But thus far I'll hearken to it; before I execute 
this Project, Pl! try my Brother to the bottom, Pl! ſpeak 
to him with the Temper of a Philoſopher; my Reaſons 
(tho' they preſs him home) ſhall yet be cloth'd with fo 
much Modeſty, not one of all the Truths they urge, ſhall 
be ſo naked to offend his Sight: if he has yet ſo much 
Humanity about him, as to aſſiſt me (tho' with a moderate 
Aid) I'll drop my Project at his Feet, and ſhew him how 
] can do for him, much more than what [ atk he'd do for 
me. This one concluſive Trial of him I refolve to make 


Succeed or no, ftill Victory's my Lot; 
1f I ſubdue his Heart, tis well; if not, | 
ſpall ſubdue my Conſcience to my Plot. [Execunt. 


AEN MN Ex. NLE KS K M. AE 
ACTI SCENE I. 


Eater Loveleſs and Amanda. 


Lov. OW do you like theſe Lodgings, my Dear ? 
For my part, I am ſo well pleaſed with 

them, I ſhall hardly remove whilſt we ſtay in Town, if 

you are ſatisfy d. | 

Aman. | am fatisfy'd with every thing that pleaſes 

you; elſe 1 had not come to Town at all. 

Lov. O! a little of the Noiſe and Buſtle of the World 
ſweetens the Pleaſures of Retreat: We ſhall find the 
Charms of our kKetirement doubled, when we return to it. 

Aman. That pleaſing Proſpect will be my chiefeſt En- 


tertainment, whilſt, much againſt my Will, I ain obliged 
Vor. I. C to 
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to ſtand ſurrounded with theſe empty Pleaſures, which tis 
ſo much the Faſhion to be fond of. 

Lev. I own moſt of them are indeed but empty; 
vay, ſo empty, that one would wonder by what Magick 
Power they act, when they induce. us to be vicious for 
their ſakes. Yet ſome there are we may ſpeak kindlier 
of: 'There are Delights, of which a private Life is deſti- 
tute, which may divert an honeſt Man, and be a harm- 
leſs Entertainment to a virtuous Woman. The Con- 
verſation of the Town is one; and truly (with ſome 
ſmall Allowances) the Plays, I think, may be eſteem'd 
another, | W 

Aman. The Plays, I muſt confeſs, have ſome ſmall 
Charms ; and wou'd have more, wou'd they reftrain 
that looſe obſcene Encouragement to Vice, which ſhocks, 
5 _ the Virtue of ſome Women, at leaſt the Modeſty 
of all. 

Low. But till that Reformation can be made, I would 
not leave the wholeſome Corn for ſome intruding Tares 
that grow among it. Doubtleſs the Moral of a well- 
wrought Scene is of prevailing Force —— Laſt Night 
there happen'd one that mov'd me ſtrangely. 

Aman. Pray, what was that ? 

Lov. Why 'twas about but 'tis not worth repeating. 

Aman, Yes, pray let me know it. zi 

Lov. No, I think *tis as well let alone. 

Aman. Nay, now you make me have a mind to know, 

Lov. I was a fooliſh thing: You'd perhaps grow jea- 
lous ſhou'd I tell it you, tho' without a Cauſe, Heaven 
knows. | 

Aman. I ſhall begin to think I have cauſe, if you per- 
iſt in making it a Secret. 

Lew. I'll then convince you you have none, by making 
it no longer ſo. Know then, I happen'd in the Play 
to find my very Character, only with the Addition of a 
Relapſe ; which ſtruck me fo, I put a ſudden Stop to a 
moſt harmleſs Entertainment, which till then diverted 
me between the Acts. I'was to admire the Workmanſhip 
of Nature, in the Face of a young Lady that fat ſome diſ- 
tance from me, ſhe was fo exxquihitely Ie I 

iH. 
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Aman. So exquiſitely handſome ! 
Lev. Why do you 1 — my Words, my Dear? 
Aman. Becauſe you ſeem'd to ſpeak them with ſuch 
Pleaſure, I thought might oblige you with their Echo. 
Low. Then you are alarmed, Amanda ? 
Amen, It is my Duty to be ſo, when you are in dan- 
er. 
; Lov. You are too quick in apprehending for me; all 
will be well when you have heard me out. I do confeſs 
I gaz'd upon her, nay, eagerly I gaz'd upon her. 
Aman. Eagerly ! That's with Deſire. 
Lov. No, 1 defir'd her not: I view'd her with a 
World of Admiration, but not one Glance of Love. 
Aman. Take heed of truſting to ſuch nice Diſtinctions. 
Low. I did take heed ; for obſerving in the Play, that 
he who ſeem'd to repreſent me there, was, by an Acci- 
dent like this, unwartly ſurpriz'd into a Net, in which 
he lay a;poor intangled Slave, and brought a Train of 
Miſchiefs on his Head, I ſnatch'd my Eyes away ; they 
pleaded hard for leave to look again, but I grew abſo- 
lute, and they obey'd. | 
Aman, Were they the only things that were inquiſi- 
tive? Had I been in your place, my Tongue, I fancy, 
had been curious too : I ſhou'd have aſk'd her Name, 
and where ſhe liv'd (yet ſtill without Deſign :)— Who 
was ſhe, pray ? 
Lev. Indeed I cannot tell. 
Aman, You will not tell. 
Lov. By all that's ſacred, then, I did not aſk, | 
; Aman. Nor do you know what Company was with 
er ? | 
Lev. I do not. 
Aman. Then T am calm again. 
Lov. Why, were you diſturb'd ? 
Aman. 'Had I then no caule ? 
Lev. None certainly. 
Aman. I thought 1 had, | 
Lev. But you thought wrong, Amanda; For turn the 
Caſe, and let it be your Story; Should you come home, 
C2 | and 
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and tell me you had ſeen a handſome Man, ſhou'd I 
grow jealous becauſe you had Eyes ? 

Aman. But ſhou'd I tell you he were exquiſitely ſo ; 

that I had gaz'd on him with Admiration ; that 1 had 
look'd with eager Eyes upon him; ſhou'd you not think 
2twere poſſible I might go one Step further, and enquire 
his Name? 
Low. [afide] She has Reaſon on her ſide, I have talk'd 
too much; but I muſt turn it off another way. [To A- 
man.] Will you then make no difference, Amanda, be- 
tween the Language of our Sex and yours? There is a 
Modeſty reſtrains your Tongues, which makes you ſpeak 
by halves when you commend ; but roving Flattery gives 
a looſe to ours, which makes us ſtill ſpeak double what 
we think: You ſhou'd not therefore, in ſo ſtrict a Senſe, 
take what I ſaid to her Advantage. 

Aman. Thoſe Flights of Flattery, Sir, are to our Faces 
only: When Women once are out of hearing, you are 
as modeſt in your Commendations as we are. But I 
ſhan'r put you to the trouble of farther Excuſes ; if you 
pleaſe, this Buſineſs ſhall reſt here. Only give me leave 
to-wifh, both for your Peace and mine, that you may 
never meet this Miracle of Beauty more, 

Lov. I am content, | | 


Enter Servant, 


Serv. Madam, there's a young Lady at the door in a 
Chair, defires to know whether your Ladyſhip ſees Com- 
pany. I think her Name is Berinthia. 

Aman. O dear ! tis a Relation I have not ſeen this five 
Years. Pray her to walk in, [ Exit Servant. 

To Lov.] Here's another Beauty for you. She was 
young when I ſaw her laſt ; but I hear ſhe's grown ex- 
tremely handſome. ; 

Low. Don't you be jealous now, for I ſhall gaze upon 
her too, 


Enter Berinthia, 


' Low, [Laſide.] Ha! By Heavens, the very W 
er. 


. 
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Ber. ¶ /aluting Aman.) Dear Amanda, I did not ex- 
pect to meet with you in Town. 

Aman. Sweet Couſin, I'm overjoy'd to ſee you. [To 
Lev. ] Mr. Loveleſs, here's a Relation and a Friend of 
mine, 1 defire you'll be better acquainted with. 

Low. [ /aluting Ber. ] If my Wife never deſires a harder 
thing, Madam, her Requeſt will be eafily granted, 

Ber. [to Aman.) I think, Madam, I ought to wiſh 
you Joy. 1 

Aman. Joy! Upon what ? 

Ber. Upon your Marriage: You were a Widow when 
I ſaw you laſt, 

Low, You ought rather, Madam, to wiſh me Joy 
upon that, ſince I am the only Gainer, | 

Ber, If ſhe has got ſo good a Huſband as the World 
reports, ſhe has gain'd enough to expect the Compli- 
ment of her Friends upon it. 1 

Low. If the World is fo favourable to me, to allow TI 
deſerve that Title, I hope tis ſo juſt to my Wife, to 
own 1 derive it from her, 

Ber, Sir, it is ſo juſt to you both, to own you are, and 
deſerve to be, the happieft Pair that live in it. | 

Lev. I'm afraid we ſhall loſe that Character, Madam, 
whenever you happen to change your Condition, 


Enter Servant. . 

Ser. Sir, my Lord Feppiugton preſents kis humble Ser- 
vice to you, and defires to know how you do. He but 
juſt now heard you were in Town. He's at the next 
Door; and if it be not inconvenient, he'll come and 
wait upon you. | 

Tov. Lord Foppington/—1 know him not. 

Ber. Not his Dignity, perhaps, but you do his Per- 
ſon. *'Tis Sir Novelty; he has bought a Barony, in or- 
der to marry a great Fortune : His Patent has not been 
paſs'd above eight-and forty-Hours, and he has already 
ſent How do-ye's to all the Town, to make em ac- 
quainted with his Title. 

Lov. Give my Service to his Lordſhip, and let him 
know, I am proud of _ Honour he intends me. [Ex. 

; 5 3 Ser. 
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Ser. Sure this Addition of Quality muſt have ſo improv'd 
this Coxcomb, he can't but be very good Company for 4 
quarter of an Hour. | 

Aman. Now it moves my Pity more than my Mirth, 
to ſee a Man whom Nature has made no Fool, be fo 
very induſtrious to paſs for an Aſs. 

Low. No, there you are wrong, Ananda; you ſhou'd 
never beftow your, Pity upon thoſe who. take pains for 
your Contempt; Pity thoſe whom Nature abuſes, but 
never thoſe who abuſe Nature. 

Ber. Beſides, the Town wou'd. be robb'd of one of its 
chiefeſt Diverſions, if it ſhou'd become a Crime to laugh 
at'a Fool. i 

Aman. I could never yet perceive the Town inclin'd 
to part with any of its Diverſions, for the ſake of their 
being Crimes; but I have ſeen it very fond of ſome, I 
think, had little elſe to recommend 'em. | 
Ber. I doubt, Amanda, you are grown its Enemy, 
vou ſpeak with ſo much warmth againſt it. 

Aman. I muſt confeſs I am not much its Friend, 
Ber Then give me leave to make you mine, by not 
engaging in its Quarrel. | 
| Altman. You have many ſtronger Claims than that, Be- 
rinthiq, whenever you think fit to plead your '1 tle. 

Lev. You have done well to engage a Second, my 
Dear; for here comes one will be apt to call you to an 
Account for your Country Principles. 


Enter Lord Foppington. 


Lord Fop. [io Lov. ] Sir, Iam your moſt humble Servant. 

Low. I with you Joy, my Lord. 

Lord Fop. O Laird, Sir——— Madam, your Lady- 
Thip's welcome to Tawn. 

Aman. I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy. 

Lord Fop. O Heavens, Madam — 

Lev. My Lord, this young Lady is a Relation of my 
Wife's. * 26 
Lord Fop. ¶ ſaluting her.) The beautifulleſt Race of Peo- 
ple upon Earth, Rat me, Dear Lowels/s, I am overjoy'd 
to {ee you have brought your Family to. Tawn again: 
; 1 am, 
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1 am, ſtap by Vitals— [ 4/2e.] For I deſign to lie 
with your Wife, [To Aman. ] Far Gad's fake, Madam, 
haw has your Ladyſhip been able to ſubſiſt thus long, 
under the Fatigue of a Country Lite? 

Aman, My hfe has been very far from that, my Lord, 
it has been a very quiet one. | | 

Lord Fop. Why that's the Fatigue I fpeak of, Madam: 
For tis impoſſible to be quiet, without — Now 
thinking 1s to me the greateſt Fatigue in the World, 

Aman. Does not your Lordſhip love reading. then ? 

Lord Fop. Oh, paſſionately, Madam ———But I never 
think of what I read. : 

Ber. Why, can your Lordſhip read without thinking? 

Lord Fop. O Lard — — Can your Ladyſhip pray with- 
out Devotion — Madam ? INE. 

Aman. Well, I muſt own I think Books the beſt En- 
tertainment in the World, 

Lord Fep. I am ſo much of your Ladyſhip's Mind, 
Madam, that I bave a private Gallery, where I walk 
ſometimes, is furniſhed with nothing but Books and 
Looking-glaſſes, Madam, I have gilded. them, and 
rang'd em, ſo prettily, before Gad, it is the moſt en- 
tertaining thing in the World to walk and look _ 'em. 

Aman. Nay, I love a neat Library too; but *tis, 
I think, the inſide of a Book ſhou'd recommend it moſt 
to us, ; 

Lord Fep. That, I muſt confeſs, I am not altogether 
ſo fand of. Far to my mind the Inſide of a Book, is to 
entertain one's ſelf with the forc'd Product of another 
Man's Brain. Naw think a Man of Quality and Breed- 
ing may be much diverted with the nacural Sprauts of 
his own. But to ſay the truth, Madam, let a Man love 
reading never ſo well, when once he comes to know 
this Tawn, he finds ſo many better ways of paſſing away 
the Four-and-twenty Hours, that *twere ten thouſand 
Pities he ſhou'd conſume his time in that. Far example, 
Madam, my Life; my Life, Madam, is a perpetual 
Stream of Fleaſure,, that glides thro' ſuch a Variety of 
Entertainments, I believe the wiſeſt of our Anceſtors 
never had the leaſt Conception of any of em. | 

| C4 riſe 
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I riſe, Madam, about ten o'clock. I don't riſe ſoon- 
er, becauſe tis the worſt thing in the World for the 
Completion ; nat that I pretend to be a Beau; but a 
Man muſt endeavour to look wholeſome, left he makes 
ſo nauſeous a Figure in the Side-bax, the Ladies ſhou'd 
be compell'd to turn their eyes upon the Play. So at 
Ten o'clock, I ſay, I rife. Naw, if I find it a good 
Day, | reſalve to take a Turn in the Park, and ſee the 
fine Women ; ſo huddle on as Clothes, and get dreſs'd 
by One. If it be naſty Weather, I take a Turn in the 
Chocolate-houſe ; where, as you walk, Madam, you 
have the prettieſt Proſpect in the World; you have 
Lcoking-glafſes all round u — But I'm afraid 1 
tire the Company. | 

Ber. Not at all. Pray go on. | 

Lord Fop. Why then, Ladies, from thence I go to 
Dinner at Lacket's, and there you are ſo nicely and de- 
licately ferv'd, that, ſtap my Vitals, they can compoſe 


you a Diſh, no bigger than a Saucer, ſhall come to fifty 


Shillings; between eating my Dinner, and waſhing 


my Mouth, Ladies, 1 ſpend my time, till I go to the 
Play; where, till Nine o'clock, Ientertain myſelf with 
looking upon the Company; and uſually diſpoſe of one 


Hour more in leading them aut. So there's Twelve of 


the Four-and-Twenty pretty well over. The other 


Twelve, Madam, are diſpoſed of in two Articles: In 
the firit Four I toaſt myſelf drunk, and in tother Eight 
I fleep myſelf ſober again. Thus, Ladies, you ſee my 
Life is an eternal raund O of Delights. 

Lev. Tis a heavenly one, indeed! 

Aman. But, my Lord, you Beaux ſpend a great deal 
of your Time in Intrigues : You have given us no Ac- 
count of them yet. | * 

Lord Fop. [afide.)] Sch, ſhe wou'd enquire into my 

mours ———— That's Jealouſy She begins to be 
Aman.) Why, Madam— 
as to time for my Intrigues, I uſually make Detachments 
of it from my other Pleaſures, according to the Exigency. 
Far your Ladyſhip may pleaſe to take notice, that thoſe 
who intrigue with Women of Quality, have rarely _ 

: on 
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ſion for above half an Hour at a time: People of that 
Rank being under thoſe Decorums, they can ſeldom 
give you a larger View, than will juſtly ſerve to ſhoot 
'em flying. So that the Courſe of my other Pleaſures is 
not very much interrupted by my Amours. 

Low, But your Lordſhip now is become a Pillar of the 
State; you muſt attend the weighty Affairs of the Na- 
tion, 
Lord Fop. Sir——as to weighty Affairs 1 leave 
them to weighty Heads. I never intend mine ſhall be a 


Burden to my Body. | 
Low. O, but you'll find the Houſe will expe& your 


Attendance. 
Lord Fop. Sir, you'll find the Houſe will compound 


for my Appearance. 

Low.. But your Friends will take it ill if you don't at- 
tend their particular Cauſes. 

Lord Fop. Not, Sir, if I come time enough to give 
'em my particular Vote. 

Ber. But pray, my Lord, how do you diſpoſe of 
yourſelf on Sundays for that, methinks, ſhou'd hang 
wretchedly on 14 hands. a 

Lord Fop. Why, faith, Madam -—— Sunday — 
is a vile day, I muſt confeſs; I intend to move for 
leave to bring in a Bill, That Players may work upon 
it, as well as the Hackney Coaches. Tho?” this I muſt 
ſay for the Government, it leaves us the Churches to 
entertain us But then again, they begin ſo abo- 
minable early, a Man muſt riſe by Candle-light to get 
dreſs'd by the Pſalm. | 

Ber. Pray which Church does your Lordſhip moſt 
oblige with your Preſence ? | 

Lord Fop. Oh, St. James's, Madam——There's much 
the belt Company. | 

Aman. 1s there good Preaching too ? 

Lord Fop. Why, faith, Madam I can't tell. A 
Man muſt have very little to do there, that can give an 
Account of the Sermon. 

Ber, You can give us an Account of the Ladies, at 


lealt, 
Cs Lord 
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- Lerd Fop. Or I deſerve to be exzommunicated— There- 
is my Lady Tartle, my Lady Prate, my Lady Titter, my 
Lady Leer, my Lady G/ggle, and my Lady Grin. Theſe 
. fit in the Front of the Boxes, and all Church-itime are 
the prettieſt Company in the World, ſtap my Vitals.. 
{To Aman. ] Mayn't we hope for the Honour to ſee your 
Ladyſhip added to our Society, Madam? 

Aman. Alas, my Lord, I am the worſt Company in, 
the World at Church: I'm apt to mind the Prayers, or 
the Sermon, Or—— . 

Lord Fop. One is indeed ſtrangely apt at Church to: 
mind what one ſhould not do. But I hope, Madam, at 
one time or other, I ſhall have the Honour to lead your 
Ladyſhip to your Coach there. [Ade] Methinks ſhe 
ſeems ſtrangely pleas'd with every thing I ſay to her 
Tis a vaſt pleaſure to receive Encouragement from a 
Woman before her Huſband's Face—— I have a good. 
mind to purſue my Conqueſt, and ſpeak the thing 
plainly to her at once— I'gad, P11 do't, and that in ſo 
Cavalier a manner, ſhe ſhall be ſurpriz'd at it — La- 
dies, I'll take my Leave: Pam afraid I begin to grow 
troubleſome with the length of my Viſit. N 

Aman. Your Lordſhip is too entertaining to grow 
troubleſome any where. | 

Lord Fop. [afide.} That now was as much as if ſhe: 
had faid——Pray lie with me. I'll let her fee I'm quick 
of Apprehenſion. [To Aman] O Lard, Madam, 1 had 
like to have forgot a Secret, I muſt needs tell your Lady- 
ſhip. [To Lew. ] Ned, you muſt not be ſo jealous now 
as to liſten, 

Lo. Not I, my Lord; I'm too faſhionable a Huſ- 
band to pry into the Secrets of my Wife. | 
Lord Fop. [to Aman. ſqueezing her Hand] J am in love 
with you to Deſperation, ſtrike me ſpeechleſs. | 

Annan. | giving him a Box o th Ear.) Then thus I 
return your Paſhon—— An impudent Foo]! | 
Lord Fop. Gad's Curſe, Madam, I'm a Peerof the Realm. 

Tov. Hey; what the Devil, do you affront my Wiſe, 
Sir? Nay. then [T draw and fight. The 
Wore run forieking fer Help, cob ' 


* 
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" Aman, Ah! What has my Folly done? Help! Mur- 
der, help! Part 'em, for Heaven's ſake. 

Lord Fop. ¶ falling back, and leaning upon his Sword. } 
Ah——quite thro' the Body——Stap my Vitals. 

Enter Servants. 7 

Low. [running to him.] I hope I han't kill'd the Fool, 
however Bear him up! Where's your Wound ? 

Lord Feop. Juſt thro? the Guts. 

Lov. Call a Surgeon there: Unbutton him quickly. 

Lord Fop. Ay, pray make haſte. 

Low. This Miſchief you may thank yourſelf fer. 

Lord Fop. I may ſo— Love's the Devil indeed, Ned. 


Enter Syringe and Servant. 
3 Serv. Here's Mr. Syringe, Sir, was juſt going by the 
oor. 

Lord Fop. He's the welcomeſt Man alive. 

Syr. Stand by, ſtand by, ſtand by. Pray, Gentle- 
men, ſtand by. Lord have mercy upon us! Did you ne- 
ver ſee a Man run thro? the Body before? Pray ſtand by. 

Lord Fop. Ah, Mr. Syringe — I'm a dea! Man. 

Hr. A dead Man, and 1 by—-I ſhou'd laugh to ſce 
that, I'gad. | 

Lov. Pr'ythee don't ſtand. prating, but look upon 
his Wound, 

Dr. Why, what if I won't look uon his Wound 
this Hour, Sir? | =T 

Lov, Why then he'll bleed to Death, Sir. 

Hr. Why, then PII fetch him to life again, Sir. 

Low. 'Slife, he's run thro' the Guts, I tell thee. 

Hr. Wou'd he were run thro' the Heart, I ſhou'd 
get the more Credit by his Cure. Now l hope you are 
atisfy*'d ?=—Come, now let me come at him; now let 
me come at him. [Yiewing his Wound.) Oons, what a 
Gaſh is here !--— Why, Sir, a Man may drive a. 
Coach and Six Horſes into your Body. : 

Lord Fop. Ho 

Sr. Why, what the Devil, have you run the Gentle- 
man thro' with a Scythe?—— { 4/de.} A little” Pric 
between the Skin and the Ribs, that's all. a 

a Lew. 
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Lev. Let me ſee his Wound, 
Hr. Then you ſhall dreſs it, Sir; for if any body 
looks upon it, I won't. 
Tov. Why, thou art the verieſt Coxcomb I ever ſaw, 


Syr. Sir, 1 am not Maſter of my Trade for nothing. 
Lord Fop. Surgeon ! b 


Sr. Well, Sir. 

4 ord Fop. Is there any Hopes? 

Hr. Hopes !—-- 1 can't tell What are you wil- 
ling to give for your Cure ? | 

Lord Fop. Five hundred Paunds with Pleaſure. 

Syr. Why then perhaps there may be Hopes. But we 
muſt avoid further Delay. Here, help the Gentleman 
into a Chair, and carry him to my Houſe preſently, 
that's the propereſt place [4/ige.] to bubble him out of 
his Money. Come, a Chair, a Chair quickly—— There, 
in with him. They put him into a Chair. 

Lerd Fop. Dear Lovele/s—-Adieu, If I die—-I for- 

ive thee; and if I live—-I hope thou wilt do as much 
y me. I am very ſorry you and I ſhou'd quarrel ; but 
I hope here's an end on't, for if you are fatisfy'd=m—l 

Lov. I ſhall hardly think it worth my proſecuting, 
any further, ſo you may be at reſt, Sir. 

Lord Fep. Thou art a generous Fellow, ſtrike me 
dumb, [ Afide.] But thou haſt an impertment Wife, tap. 
my Vitals, | 

Hr. So, carry him off, carry him off, we ſhall have 
him prate himſelf into a Fever by and by; carry him 
. {EZx. Serv. with L. Fop. 

Aman. Now on my Knees, my Dear, let me atk your 
pardon for my Indifcretion, my own I never ſhall obtain. 

Low. Oh, there's no harm done: You ſerv'd him well. 

Aman. He did indeed deſerve it. But I tremble to. 
think how dear my indiſcreet Reſentment might have 
coſt you. | | | 

Low, O, no matter; never trouble yourſelf about that. 

Ber. For Heaven's ſake, what was't he did to you? 

Aman. O nothing; he only ſqueez'd me kindly by 
the Hand, and frankly offer d me a Coxcomb's 4 

nov 
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I know I was to blame to reſent it as I did, ſince no- 
thing but a Quarrel could enſue. But the Fool ſo ſur- 
priz'd me with his Inſolence, I was not Miſtreſs of my 
Fingers. 
Ber. Now I dare ſwear, he thinks you had em at 
great Command, they obey'd you ſo readily, 


Enter Worthy, 


Wor. Save you, ſave you, good People; I'm glad to 
find you all alive; I met a wounded Peer carrying off. 
For Heav'ns ſake, what was the matter? 

Lov, O, a Trifle: He would have lain with my Wife 
before my Face, ſo ſhe oblig'd him with a Box o'the 
Ear, and I run him thro' the Body: That was all. 

Mor. Bagatelle on all ſides. But, pray, Madam, how 
long has this noble Lord been an humble Servant of 

ours ? | 
: Aman. This is the firſt I have heard on't. 80 J ſup- 
pole *tis his Quality, more than his Love, has brought 
him into this. Adventure. He thinks his Title an au- 
thentick Paſſport to every Woman's Heart, . below the 
Degree of a Peereſs. 

Wor. He's Coxcomb enough to think any thing. But 
I wou'd not have you brought into Trouble for him: L 
hope there's no Danger of his Life? 

Lov. None at all: He's fallen into the Hands of a 
roguiſh Surgeon, who I perceive deſigns to frighten a 
little Money out of him. But I ſaw his Wound, *tis no- 
thing ; he may goto the Play to-night, if he pleaſes. 

Wor. I'm glad you have corrected him without farther 
Miſchief. And now, Sir, if theſe Ladies have no far- 
ther Service for you, you'll oblige me if you can go to 
the Place I ſpoke to you of t'other Day. Ro 

Lov. With all my Heart. [4/de.] Tho' I cou'd wiſh, 
methinks, to ſtay and gaze a little longer on that Crea- 
ture, Good God! How beautiful ſhe is! — But what 
have I to do with Beauty? I have already had my Por- 
tion, and muſt not covet more. Come, Sir, when you 
pleaſe, | DLZ Wor, 

Hor. Ladies, your Servant. | 


Aman, 


— 
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Aman. Mr. Lowele/s, pray one Word with you before 
ou go. | 
: =. to Mer. ] Ill overtake you, Sir: What wou'd 
my Dear ? 

Aman. Only a Woman's fooliſh Queſtion, How do 
you like my. Coulin here? 

Lev. Jealous already, Ananda? 

Aman. Not at all; 1 afk you for another Reaſon. 

Lov. Aſide.] Whate'er her Reaſon be, I muſt not tell 
her true. [To Aman.] Why, I confeſs ſhe's handſome. 
But you muſt not think I ſlight your Kinſwoman, if E 
own to you, of al: the Women who may claim that 
Character, ſhe is the laſt wou'd triumph in my Heart. 

Aman. I'm ſatisfy'd. 

Low. Now tell me why you aſk'd ? 

Aman. At Night I will. Adieu. 

Lov. I'm yours. [ng her.] [Exit Lov. 

Aman. | aſide.] I'm glad to find he does not like her; 
for I have a great mind to perſuade her to come and live 
with me. [To Ber.] Now, dear Berinthia, let me en- 
quire a little into your Affairs: for I do aſſure you, I 
am enough your Friend, to intereſt myſelf in every 
thing that concerns you. 
Ber. You formerly have given me ſuch Proofs on't, I 
ſhou'd be very much to blame to doubt it; | am ſorry 
1 have no Secrets to truit you with, that I might con- 
vince you how entire a Confidence I durſt repoſe in you. 


Aman. Why is it poſlible, that one ſo young ank 


7 


beautiful as you, ſhou'd live and have no Secrets? 
Ber. What Secrets do you mean? 

Aman. Lovers. 

Ber. O Twenty; but not one ſecret one amongſt 'em. 
Lovers in this Age have too much Honour to do any 
thing under-hand ; they do all above-board, | 

Amen, That now, methinks, wou'd make me hate a 
Man | 


Ber. But the Women cf the Town are: of another 


mind : For by this means a Lady may, with the Expence 
of a few Coquet Glances, lead twenty Fools about in a 


String, fer two or three Years together, Whereas, if ſhe 
ihav'd. 


. 
. 
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ſhou'd allow em greater Favours, and oblige em to Se- 
crecy, ſhe wou'd not keep one of em a Fortnight. 

Aman. There's ſomething indeed in That to ſatisfy 
the Vanity of a Woman, but I can't comprehend how 
the Men find their Account in it. 

Ber. Their Entertainment, I muſt confeſs, is a Riddle 
to me. For there's very few of them ever get farther 
than a Bow and an Ogle, I have half a Score for my 
ſhare, who follow me all over the 'Town ; and at the 
Play, the Fark, and the Church, do, with their Eyes, 
ſay the violent'ſ things to me—-But I never hear any 
more of em. 

Aman. What can be the Reaſon of that? 

Ber. One Reaſon is, They don't know how to go 
farther- They have had fo little Practice, they don't 
underſtand the Trade. But beſides their Ignorance, you 


muſt know there is not one of my half-ſcore Lovers but 


what follows half a ſcore Miſtreſſes. Now their A ﬀec- 
tions being divided amongſt ſo many, are not ſtrong 
enough for any one, to make 'em purſue her to the 
Purpoſe. Like a young Puppy in a Warren, they have 
a Flirt at all, and catch none, 
Aman. Yet they ſeem to have a Törrent of Love to 
diſpoſe of. | 2 | 
Ber. Ihey have ſo: But *tis like the River of a Mo- 
dern Philoſopher, whoſe Works, tho* a Woman, I have 
read: it ſets out with a violent Stream, ſplits in a thou- 
ſand Branches, and is all loſt in the Sands. 
Ana But do you think this River of Love runs all 
its Coarſe without doing any Miſchiet ? Do you think it 
overflows nothing? 
Ber, O yes; *tis true, it never breaks into any body's 
Ground that has the leaſt Fence about it; but it over- 
flows all the Commons that lie in its way. And this is 
the utmoſt Atchievement of thoſe dreadful Champions 
in the Field of Love—the Beaux. X 
Aman, But pr'ythee, Berinthia, inſtrut me a little 
farther; for | am ſo great a Novice, l'm almoſt aſham'd 
on't, My Huſband's leaving me whilſt J was young and 
| tond, 


* 


40 The RT LAS E; er, 


fond, threw me into that Depth of Diſcontent, that ever 
ſince I have led fo private and recluſe a Life, my Igno- 
rance 1s ſcarce conceivable. I therefore fain would be 
inſtructed: Not, Heaven knows, that what you call 
Intrigues have . Charms for me: my Love and Prin- 
ciples are too well fix d. The practick Part of all un- 
lawful Love i 

Ber. O 'tis abominable : But for the Speculative 
that we muſt all confeſs is entertaining. The Converſa- 
tion of all the virtuous Women in the Town turns upon 
that and new Clothes. | 

Aman. Pray be ſo juſt then to me, to believe, tis with 
a World of Innocency I wou'd enquire, Whether you 
think thoſe Women we call Women of Reputation, do 
really ſcape all other Men, as they do thoſe Shadows 
of em, the Beaux. 

Ber. O no, Ananda; there are a fort of Men make 
dreadful Work amongſt em: Men that may be call'd 
The Beaux Antipathy ; for they agree in nothing but 
walking upon two Legs. 

Theſe have Brains: The Beau has none. \ 

Theſe are in Love with their Miſtreſs : The Beau. 
with himſelf. 

They take care of her Reputation: He's induſtrious 
to deftroy it. Tala 

They are decent: He's a Fop.. 

They are ſound : He's rotten. 

They are Men: He's an Aſs, 

Aman. If this be their Character, I fancy we had here 

e en now a Pattern of 'em both. 

Ber. His Lordihip and Mr, Worthy @ 

Aman. The ſame. E ok - 

Ber. As for the Lord, he's eminently ſo: And for the 
other, I can aſſure you, there's not a Man in Town who 
has a better Intereſt with the Women, that are worth 
having an Intereſt with. But *tis all private: He's like 
a Back-ſtair Miniſter at Court, who, whillt the reputed. 
Fayourites are ſauntering in the Bed-chamber, is ruling 
the Roaſt in the Cloſet. | | 

Aman. He anſwers then the Opinion I had ever of him. 
| | Heevens; 
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Heavens! What a difference there is between a Man like 
him, and that vain nauſeous Fop, Sir Novelty ! [Taking 
her Hand.] I muſt acquaint you with a Secret, Couſin. , 
'Tis not that Fool alone has talked to me of Love, Vor- 
thy has been tampering too: Tis true, he has done it 
in vain ; Not all his Charms or Art have power to ſhake 
me, My Love, my Duty, and my Virtue, are ſuch faithful 
Guards, I need not fear my Heart ſhdu'd e'er betray me. 
But what I wonder at 1s this : I find I did not ftart athis 
Propoſal, as when it came from one whom l contemn'd. 
I therefore mention this Attempt, that I may learn from 
you whence it proceeds, that Vice, which cannot change 
its Nature, ſhou'd ſo far change at leaſt its Shape, as that 
the ſelf-ſame Crime propos d from one ſhall ſeem a Mon- 
iter gaping at your Ruin, when from another it ſhall 
look ſo kind, as tho'it were your Friend, and never meant 
to harm you. Whence think you, can this Difference 
proceed? For tis not Love, Heaven knows, 
Ber. O no; TI wou'd not for the World believe it were. 
But poſſibly, ſhou'd there a dreadful Sentence paſs upon 
ou, to undergo the Rage of both their Paſſions; the 
ain you apprehend from one might ſeem fo trivial to 
the other, 2 Danger wou'd not quite ſo much alarm you. 

Aman. Ey, fy, Berinthia! you wou'd indeed alarm me, 
cou'd you incline me to a Thought, that all the Merit of 
Mankind combin'd, cou'd ſhake that tender Love I bear 
my Huſband: No, he fits triumphant in my Heart, and 
nothing can dethrone him. 

Ber, But ſhou'd he abdicate again, do you think you 
ſhou'd preſerve the vacant Throne ten tedious Winters 
more, in hopes of his return? 

Aman. Indeed I think I ſhou'd. Tho? I confefs, after 
thoſe Obligations he has to me, ſhou'd he abandon me 
once more, my Heart wou'd grow extremely urgent 
with me to root him thence, and caſt him out for ever. 

Ber, Were I that thing they call a lighted Wife, 
ſome Body ſhou'q run the riſque of being that thing 
they call—a Huſband. 35 

Aman. O fy, Berinthia! No Revenge ſhou'd way be 

| | tu 
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taken againſt a Huſband : But to wrong his Bed is a 
Vengeance, which of all Vengeance——- 

Ber. Is the ſweeteſt—ha, ha, ha! Don't I talk madly? 

Aman. Madly indeed. 

Ber. Yet I'm very innocent. 

Aman. That I dare ſwear you are. I know how to 
make Allowances for your Humour: You- were always 
very entertaining Company; but I find ſince Marriage 
and {pry have ſhewn you the World alittle, you 
are very much improv'd. 

Ber. [afide.] Alack a-day, there has gone more than 
that to improve me, if ſhe knew all. 

Aman. For Heaven's ſake, Berinthia, tell me what 
way 1 ſhall take to perſuade you to come and live with 
me ? 

Ber. Why, one way in the World there i. —— and 
but one. 

Aman, Pray which is that? 

Ber. It is to aſſure me— I ſhall be very welcome. 

Aman. If that be all, you ſhall e'en lie here TR 

Ber. To-night ? 

Aman. Yes, to- night. 

Ber. Why, the People where 1 lodge will chink me 


R . 


Amas, Let em think what they pleaſe: | 
Ber. Say you ſo, Amunda ? Why then they ſhall think 
what they pleaſe: For I'm a young Widow, and I care 
not what any body thinks. Ah, Amanda, it” s a deli- 
cious thing to be a young Widow. 

- Aman. You'll hardly make me think * N 
Ber. Phu, becauſe you are in love with your Huſbands 
but that is not every Woman's. Caſe. | 

Aman. | hope 'twas yours, at leaſt, : 

Ber. Mine, ſay ye? Now I have a great mind to tell 
you a Lye, but I ſhou'd do.it ſo au you'd find 
me out. 

Aman. Then e'en ſpeak the: Truth. | 

Ber. Shall I ?—— Then after all, I did love ding 
dmonda=-as a Nun does Penance. 


Aman 
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Aman, Why did not you refuſe to marry him, then? 
Ber. Becauſe my Mother wou'd have whipt me.. 
Aman. How did you live together? 

Ber. Like Man and Wife—aſunder ; 

He lov'd the Country, I the Town. 

He Hawks and Hounds, I Coaches and Equipage. 

He Eating and Drinking, I Carding and Playing. 

He the Sound of a Horn, I the Squeak of a Fiddle. 

We were dull Company at Table, worſe a- bed. 

Whenever we met, we gave one another the Spleen.. 

And never agreed but once, which was about lying 
alone. | ; 

Aman. But tell me one thing truly and ſincerely. 

Ber. What's that? 

Aman, Notwithſtanding all theſe Jars, did not his 
Death at laſt extremely trouble you? 

Ber. O yes: Not that my preſent Pangs were ſo very 
violent, but the After-pains were intolerable. Fwasforc'd 
to wear a beaftly Widow's Band a 'I'welvemonth for't. 

Aman, Women, I find, have different Inclinations. 

Ber. Women, I find, keep different Company. When, 
your Huſband ran away from you, if vou had fallen 
into ſome of my Acquaintance, *twou'd have ſav'd you 
many a Tear, Bat you go and live with a Grandmg- 
ther, a Biſhop, and an od Nurſe, which was enough 
to make any Woman break her Heart for her Huſband. 
Pray, Amanda, if ever you are a Widow again, keep 
yourſelf fo as 1 do. "EN 

Aman. Why, do you then reſolve you'll never marry? 

Ber. O, no; | reſolve 1 will. 

Aman. How ſo? | 

Her. That ] never may. 

Aman, You banter me. 

Ber. Indeed I don't. But I conſider I'm a Woman, 
and form my Reſolutions accordingly, 

Aman. Well, my Opinien is, torm what Reſolution 
you will, Matrimony will be the end on't. 

Ber. Faith it won't, | 
Aman, How do you know ? 


Ber. I'm ſure on't, 
| Auan. 
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Aman. Why, do you think *tis impoſſible for you to- 
fall in love? : 

Ber. No. 

Aman, Nay, but to grow ſo paſſionately fond, that 
nothing but the Man you love can give you reſt ? 

Ber, Well, what — c 

Aman. Why, then you'll marry him. 

Ber. How do you know that ? 

Aman. Why, what can you do elſe? 

Ber. Nothing— but fit and cry. 

Aman. Pſha. | 

Ber. Ah, poor Amanda, you have led a Country Life: 
But if you'll conſult the Widows of this Town, they'll 
tell you, you ſhou'd never take a Leaſe of a Houſe you 
can hire for a Quarter's Warning, [Exeunt. 


. 
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Enter Lord Foppington and Servant. 
Lord Fop. EY, Fellow, let the Coach come to the 


Serv. Will your Lordſhip venture ſo ſoon to expoſe 
yourſelf to the Weather? 
Lord Fop. Sir, I will venture as ſoon as I can, to ex- 
poſe myſelf to the Ladies: tho? give me my Cloke, how- 
ever; for in that Side-bax, what between the Air that 
-comes in at the Door on one ſide, and the intolerable 
Warmth of the Maſks on t'other, a Man gets ſo many 
3 and Colds, *twou'd deſtroy the Canſtitution of a 
ſe. | 
Ser, [ putting on his Cloke.] I with your Lordſhip wou'd 
leaſe to keep Houſe a little longer, I'm afraid your 
onour does, not well confider your Wound. | 
Lord Fop. My Wound! I wou'd not be in 
" Eclipſe another Day, tho* I had as many Wounds in my 
Guts as I have had in my Heart. 


Luster 


VIX TU in Danger. 45 


Enter Young Faſhion. 


Young Faſh. Brother, your Servant. How do you 
find yourſelt to-day ? | 

Lord Fop. So well, that I have arder'd my Coach to 
the Door : So there's no great Danger of Death this 
baut, Tam. | 

Young Faſh, I'm very glad of it. 

Lord Fop. afide.) That 1 believe's a Lye. Pr'ythee, 
Zam, tell me one thing: Did not your Heart cut a Ca- 
per up to your Mauth, when you heard I was run thro? 
the Bady ? 

Young Faſh. Why do you think it ſhou'd ? 

Lord Fop. Becauſe l remember mine did fo, when I 
heard my Father was ſhat thro' the Head ? 

Young Fafp. It then did very ill. 

Lord Fop. Pr'ythee, why ſo? 

Young Faſb. Becauſe he us'd you very well. 

Lord Fop, Well? — naw ſtrike me dumb, he ſtary'd 
me. He has let me want a Thauſand Women for want 
of a Thauſand Paund. 

Young Faſh, Then he hindered you from making a 
great many ill Bargains ; for I think no Woman is worth 
Money, that will take Money. 
; Lord Fop., If I were a younger Brother, I ſhou'd think 

O too. 

Young Faſh, Why, is it poſſble you can value a Wo- 
man that's to be bought ? | | 

Lord Fop. Pr'ythee, why not as well as a Pad-Nag? 

Young Fab. Becauſe a Woman has a Heart to diſpoſe 
of; a Horſe has none. 

Lord Fop. Look you, Tam, of all things that belang 
to a Woman, I have an Averſion to her Heart; far 
when once a Womaa has given you her Heart you 
can never get rid of the reſt of her Bady, 

Young Faßb. This is ſtrange Doctrine: But pray in 
your Amours how is it with your own Heart? | 

Lord Fop. Why, my Heart in my Amours —--i$ 
like——my Heart aut of my Amours ; a la glace. My 
Bady, Tam, is a Watch ; and my Heart is the Pendulum 

to 
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toit; whilſt the Finger runs raund to every Hour in the 
Circle, that ſtill beats the ſame time. | 

Young Faſh. Then you are ſeldom much in love? 

Lord Fop. Never, Stap my Vatals, 

Young Faſb. Why then did you make all this Buſtle 
about Amanda ? * 

Lord Fop. Becauſe ſhe was a Woman of an inſolent 
Virtue, and I thought myſelf piqu'd in Honour to de- 
bauch her. | 

Young Faßb. Very well. [ Afide.] Here's a rare Fel- 
low for you, to have the ſpending of Five Thouſand 
Pounds a-year. But now for my Buſineſs with him. 
8 Lord Fep.] Brother, tho? I know to talk of Buſineſs 

eſpecially of Money) is a Theme not quite ſo enter- 
taining to you as that of the Ladies, my Neceſſities are 
ſuch, 1 hope you'll have patience to hear me. | 

Lord Fop. The greatneſs of your Neceſſities, Tam, is 
the worſt Argument in the Warld far your being pa- 
tiently heard. I do believe you are going to make a 
very good Speech, but, ſtrike me dumb, it has the worſt 
beginning of any Speech | have heard this Twevemonth. 

Young Faßb. I'm very ſorry you think ſo. 

Lord Fop. I do believe thou art. But come, let's 
know thy Affair quickly; for 'tis a new Play, and I ſhall 
be ſo rumpled and ſqueezed with prefling thro' the 
Crawd, to get to my Servant, the Women will think 
TI have lain all Night in my Clothes, : 

Young Faſh. Why then (that I may not be the Author 
of ſo great a Misfortune) my Caſe in a Word is this: 
The neceſſary Expences of my Travels have ſo much ex- 
ceeded the wretched Income of my Annuity, that I have 
been forced to mortgage it for Five Hundred Pounds, 
which is ſpent; ſo that unleſs you are ſo kind to aſſiſt me 
in redeeming it, I know no Remedy but to take a Purſe. 

Lord Fop. Why, Faith, Tam—--to give you my Senſe 
of the thing, I do think taking a Purſe the beſt Remedy 
in the Warld; for if you ſucceed, you are reliev'd that 
way; if you are taken—--you are reliev'd t'other. 

Young Faſh. I'm glad to ſee you are in ſo pleaſant a 
Humour, 1 hope 1 thall find the Effects on't. | 

| | ; Lord Fep. 
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Lord Fop. Why, do you then really think it a reaſon- 
able thing 1 ſhould give you Five Hundred Paunds ? 

Young Faſh, I do not aſk it as a Due, Brother, I am 
willing to receive it as a Favour, : 

Lord Fop. Thau art willing to receive it any haw, 
firike me ſpeechleſs. But theſe are damn'd times to give 
Money in: Taxes are fo great, Repairs ſo exorbitant, 
Tenants ſuch Rogues, and Perriwigs ſo dear, that the 
Devil take me, I'm reduc'd to that extremity in my 
Caſh, I have been farc'd to retrench in that one Article 
of ſweet Pawder, till I have braught it dawn to Five 
Guineas a Manth. Naw judge, Tam, whether I can 
ſpare you Five hundred Paunds ? 

Young Faſb. If you can't, J muſt ſtarve, that's all. 
[ 4/ide.] Damn him, 

Lord Fop. All I can ſay is, you ſhould have been a 
better Huſband. | | 

Young Faſb. Oons, if you can't live upon five thouſand 
2-year, how do you think I ſhould do't upon two hundred? 

Lord Fop. Don't be in a Paſſion, Tam; far Paſſion is 
the moſt unbecoming thing in the Warld—--to the Face. 
Look you, I don't love to ſay any thing to you to make 
you melancholy ; but upon this occation I muſt take 
leave to put you in mind, that a Running Horſe does 
require more Attendance, than a Coach. Horſe, Na- 
ture has made ſome difference ta ĩxt you and J. 

Young Faſh. Yes, the has made you older, [ A/de.] 
Pox take her, | | 

Lord Fop. That is nat all, Tam. 

Yeung Faſh, Why, what is there elfe? 

Lord Fop. ¶ looking firſt upon himſelf, then upon his Bro- 
#ber.] Aſk the Ladies. 

Doung Faſh, Why, thou Eſſence Bottle, thou Muſk- 
Cat, doſt thou then think thou haſt any Advantage 
over me, but what Fortune has given thee? 

Lord Fop. I do—--ſtap my Vitals, 

Young Faſb. Now, by all that's great and powerful, 
thou art the Prince of Coxcombs. | 

Lord Fop. Sir. -I am praud of being at the Head of 


ſo prevailing a Party. 
| Young Faſb. 
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Young Faß. Will nothing then provoke thee ? nn 


Draw, Coward. 

Lerd Fes. Look you, Tam, you know I have always 
taken you for a mighty dull Fellow, and here is one of 
the fooliſheſt Plats broke out, that I have ſeen a long 
time. Your Paverty makes your Life ſo burdenſome 
to you, you would provoke me to a Quarrel, in hopes 
either to {lip thro' my Lungs into my Eſtate, or to get 

ourſelf run thro* the Guts, to put an end to your Pain. 
But I will diſappoint you in both your Deſigns; far with 
the Temper of a Philaſapher, and the Diſcretion of a 
Stateſman—--I will go to the Play with my Sword in 
my Scabbard. | [Exit Lord Fop. 

Young Faſo, So! Farewel, Snuff-Box. And now, Con- 
ſcience, I defy thee. Lory / 


Enter Lory. 


Lo. Sir. : | 

Young Faſo. Here's rare News, Lory; his Lordſhip 
has given me a Pull has purg'd off all my Scruples. | 

Lo. Then my Heart's at eaſe again: For I have been 
in a lamentable Fright, Sir, ever ſince your Conſcience 
had the Impudence to intrude into your Company. 

Young Faſh. Be at peace, it will come there no more: 
My Brother has given it a wring by the Noſe, and I have 
kick'd it down Stairs. So run away to the Inn; get the 
Horſes ready quickly, and bring them to old Coupler's, 
without a Moment's Delay. | 

Lo. Then, dir, you are going ſtraight about the For- 
tane. 

Yeung Faſo. I am: away; fly, Lory. 

Lo. The happieſt Day I ever ſaw. I'm upon the 
Wing already. [ Exeunt Jewveral aways, 
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SCENE, à Garden. 


Enter Loveleſs and Servant. 


Lev. IS my Wife within? 
Ser. No, Sir, ſhe has been gone out this 
Half. hiour. 


Lov. Tis well; leave me. : 
Solus. 


Sure Fate has yet ſome Buſineſs to be done, 
Before Amanda's Heart and mine muſt reſt ; 

Elſe, why among thoſe Legions of her Sex, 
Which throng the World, 

Shou'd ſhe pick out for her Companion 

The only one on Earth 

Whom Nature has endow'd for her undoing ? ? 
Undoing was't, I faid—— Who ſhall undo her? 
Is not her Empire fix'd? Am I not hers ? 

Did the not reſcue me, a groveling Slave, 
When, chain'd and Wound by that black Tyrant Vice, 
I labour'd in his vileſt Drudgery ? 

Did ſhe not ranſom me, and ſet me free ? 

Nay, more : 

When by my Follies ſunk 

To a poor tatter*d, deſpicable Beggar, 

Did ſhe not lift me up to envy'd Fortune? 

Give me herſelf, ans all that ſhe poſſeſt ? 
Without a Thought of more Return, 

Than what a poor repenting Heart might make her, 
Han't ſhe done this? And if ſhe has, 

Am 1 not ſtrongly bound to love her for it ? 

To love her— Why, do I not love her then ? 

By Earth and Heaven, 1 do! 

Nay, I have Demonſtration that I do: 

For | would ſacrifice my Life to ſerve her, 

Yet hold If laying down my Life 

Be Demonſtration of my Love, 
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What is't I feel in favour of Berinthia ? 

For ſhou'd ſhe be in danger, methinks, I cou'd incline 
Toriſk it for her Service too; and yet I do not love her. 
How then ſubſiſts my Proof Nee: 

-— O, I have found it out. 

What 1 would do for one, is Demonſtration of my Love; 
And if I'd do as much for t'other : it there is Demonſtra- 
tion of my Friendſhip=— Ay—= it muſt be ſo. I find 
Iam very much her Friend. Vet let me aſk myſelf one 
puzzling Queſtion more: 

Whence ſprings this mighty Friendſhi p all at once? 
For our Acquaintance is of a later Date. Now Friend- 
mip's ſaid to be a Plant of tedious Growth, its Root 

RN of tender Fibres, nice in their Taſte, cautious 

reading, check'd with the leaſt Corruption in the 

| Sil long ere it take, and longer ſtill, ere it appear to 

do ſo; whilſt mine is in a Moment ſhot ſo high, and fix'd 

ſo fat, it ſeems beyond the Power of Storms to ſhake it. 

1 doubt it thrives too faſt. - [ Mufing. 
Enter Berinthia. 

— Ah, ſhe here!—Nay, then take heed, my Heart, for 
there are Dangers. towards. 

Ber. What makes you look ſo thoughtful, Sir? I hope 

you are not 11], 

Lov. I was debating, Madam, whether J was ſo or 

not; and that was it which made me look ſo thoughtful. 

Ber. Is it then ſo hard a matter to decide? I thought 

.all People had been acquainted with their own Bodies, 
tho' few People know their own Minds. | 

Low, What if the Diſtemper, I ſuſpect, be in the Mind? 

Ber. Why then Pll undertake to preſcribe you a Cure, 

Low, Alas, you undertake you know not what. 

Ber. So far at leaſt then allow me to be a Phyſician, 

Low. Nay, I'll allow you fo yet farther: For I have 

reaſon to believe, ſhou'd I put myſelf i into your, Hands, 
ou wou'd increaſe my Diſtemper. 

Ber. Perhaps I might have Reaſons from the College 
not to be too quick in your Cure; but 'tis poſſible, I 


might find ways to give you often Eaſe, Sir. 


Lew. 
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Low. Were I but ſure of that, I'd quickly lay my 
Caſe before you, 
Ber. Whether you are ſure of it or no, what Riſk 
do you run in trying ? | 
Lov. O, a very great one. 
Ber. How? 
Lov. You might betray my Diſtemper to my Wife. 
Ber. And fo Tole all my Practice. | 
Low. Will you then keep my Secret? 
Ber, I will, if it don't burſt me. 
Lov. Swear. 
Ber. I do. 
Lov. By what? 
Ber. By Woman. 
Low. That's ſwearing by my Deity. Do it by your 
own, or I ſhan't believe you. 
Ber. By Man then. 
Lev, I'm ſatisfy'd. Now hear my Symptoms, and 
give me your Advice. The firſt were theſe : 
When 'twas my Chance to ſee you at the Play, 
A random Glance you threw, at firſt alarm'd me, 
I cou'd not turn my Eyes from whence the Danger came; 
1 gaz'd upon you, till you ſhot again, 
And then my Fears came on me. 
My Heart began to pant, my Limbs to tremble, 
My Blood grew thin, my Pulſe beat quick, 
My Eyes grew hot and dim, and all the Frame of Nature 
Shook with Apprehenſion. ; 
*Tis true, ſome ſmall Recruits of Reſolution 
My Manhood brought to my Aſſiſtance, 
And by their Help 1 made a Stand a while, 
But found at laſt your Arrows flew ſo thick, 
They cou'd not fail to pierce me; 
So left the Field, 
And fled for ſhelter to Amanda's Arms. 
What thiuk you of theſe &ymptoms, pray? 
Ber. Feveriſh every one of *em. 
But what Relief pray did your Wiſe afford you? 
Lov, Why, inſtantly ſhe let me Blood, which for the 
preſent much afſuag'd my Flame. But when I ſaw you, 
D 2 Out 
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out it burſt again, and rag'd with greater Fury than be- 
fore. Nay, Dice you now appear, *tis ſo increas'd, that 
in a Moment, if you do not help me, I ſhall, whilſt you 
look on, conſume to Aſhes. [Taking hold of her Hand. 

Ber. [breaking from him.) O Lard, let me go: *11s 
the Plague, and we ſhall all be infected. 

Low. | catching her in his Arms, and kiſſing her.] Then 
we'll die together, my charming Angel. 

Ber. O Ged——the Devil's in you. 
Lard, let me go, here's ſomebody coming. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lady's come home, and defires to ſpeak 
with you: She's in her Chamber. N 

Lev. Tell her l'm coming. | [ Exit Serv. 

To Ber, But before I go, one Glaſs of Nectar more 
to drink her Heakh. 

Ber. Stand off, or I ſhall hate you, by Heavens! 

Low. [ Ain ag ber.] In Matters of Love, a Woman's 
Oath is no more to be minded than a Man's. 

Ber. Vm — 


Erter Worthy. 


Wer. Ha! What's here? my old Miſtreſs, and ſo 
cloſe, I'faith! I wou'd not ſpoil her Sport for the Uni- 
verſe. | [He retires, 

Ber. O Ged——— Now do I pray to Heaven, [Exit 
Loveleſs running. ] with all my Heart and Soul, that the 
Devil in Hell may take me, if ever ——I was better 
pleas'd in my Life — This Man has bewitch'd me, that's 
certain. [ Sighing,] Well, I am condemn'd, but, 'T'hanks 
to Heaven, | feel myſelf each Moment more and more 
prepar'd for my Execution Nay, to that degree, I don't 
perceive I have the leaſt fear of Dying. No, I find, let 
the Executioner be but a Man, and there's nothing will 
ſuffer with more Reſolution than a Woman. Well, I ne- 
ver had but one Intrigue yet: But 1 confeſs I long to 
have another, Pray — it end as the firſt did tho”, 
that we may both grow weary at a time; for *tis a me- 
lancholy thing for Lovers to outlive one another. 


Euter 
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Enter Worthy. 


Mor. aſide.] This Diſcovery's a lucky one, I hope to 
make a happy uſe on't, That Gentlewoman there is no. 
Fool; ſo 1 ſhall be able to make her underſtand her In- 
tereſt. [To Ber.] Your Servant, Madam; I need not 
alk you how you do, you have got ſo good a Colour. 

Ber. No better than I us'd to have, I ſuppole. 

Wer, A little more Blood in your Cheeks, 

Ber. The Weather's hot. 

Wor. If it were not, a Woman may have a Colour. 

Ber, What do you mean by that ? 

Mor. Nothing. 

Ber. Why do you ſmile then ? 

Wer. Becauſe the Weather's hot. 

Ber. You'll never leave roguing, I ſee that. 

Wor. [ putting his Finger to his Noſe.) You'll never 
leave———--1 ſee that. | 

Ber. Well, I can't imagine what you drive at. Pray ' 
tell me what you mean? 

Mor. Do you tell me, it's the ſame thing. 

Ber. I can't. 

Wor. Gueſs ! 

Ber. I ſhall gueſs wrong. 

Mor. Indeed you won't. 

Ber. Pſha! either tell, or let it alone. 

War. Nay, rather than let it alone, I will tell. But 
firſt I muſt put you in mind that, after what has palt 
*twixt you and J, very few things ought to be Secrets 
between us. | 

Ber, Why what Secrets do we hide? I know of none. 

Wor. Yes, there are two; one I have hid from you, 
and t'other you wou'd hide from me. You are fond of 
3 which I have diſcover'd ; and 1 am fond of his 
Wife | 

Ber. Which I have diſcover'd. 

Wor. Very well; now I confeſs your Diſcovery to be 
true, what do you ſay to mine ? 

Ber. Why, I confeſs —[ wou'd ſwear 'twere 
falſe, if I tiought you were Fool enough to believe me. 

| D War. 
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Mer. Now am I almoſt in Love with you again. Nay, 
I don't know but 1 might be quite fo, had I made one 
ſhort Campaign with Amanda. Therefore, if you find 
*twould tickle your Vanity, to bring me down once 
more to your Lure, e'en help me quickly to diſpatch her 
Buſineſs, that I may have nothing elſe to do, but to 
apply myſelf to yours, 

Ber. Do you then think, Sir, I am old enough to be 
a Bawd ? 

Mor. No, but I think you are wiſe enough to — 

Ber. To do what? 

Mor. To hoodwink Amanda with a Gallant, that ſh 
mayn't ſee who is her Huſband's Miſtreſs. 8 

Ber. [aſde] He has reaſon: The Hint's a good one. 

Wor. Well, Madam, what think you on't ? 

Ber. I think you are ſo much a deeper Politician in 
theſe Affairs than I am, that I ought to have a very 
great regard to your Advice. 

Wor. Then give me leave to put you in mind, that 
the moſt eaſy, ſafe, and pleaſant Situation for your own 
Amour, is the Houſe in which you now are; provided 
you keep Amanda from any ſort of Suſpicion. That the 
way to do that, is to engage her in an [Intrigue of her 
own, making yourſelf her Confidante. And the way to 
bring her to intrigue, is to make her jealous of her 
Huſband in a wrong place; which the more you foment, 
the leſs you'll be ſuſpected. This is my Scheme, in ſhort ; 
which if you follow as you ſhou'd do, (my dear Ber in- 
thia) we may all four paſs the Winter very pleaſantly. 

Ber. Well, I could be glad to have nobody's Sins to 
an ſwer for but my own, But where there is a Neceſſit 

Wor. Right! as you ſay, where there is a Neceſſity, a 
Chhriſtian is bound to help his Neighbour. So, good 
Berinthia, loſe no time, but let us begin the Dance as 
faſt as we can. 

Ber. Not till the Fiddles are in tune, pray, Sir. Vour 
Lady's Strings will be very apt to fly, I can tell you that, 
if they are wound up too haſtily. But if you'll have pa- 
tience to ſæreœẽ them to a pitch by degrees, I don't doubt 

but ſhe may endure to be play d upon. 5 
. ore. 
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Vor. Ay, and will make admirable Muſick too, or 
Im miſtaken; but have you had no private Cloiet Diſ- 
courſe with her yet about Males and Females, and ſo 
forth, which may glve you hopes in her Conſtitution; 
for I know her Morals are the Devil againſt us. 

Ber. I have had ſo much Diſcourſe: with her, that I 
believe were ſhe once cur'd of her fondneſs to her Huſ- 
band, the Fortreſs of her Virtue wou'd not be ſo im- 
pregnable as ſhe fancies, | | 

or. What! ſhe runs, I'll warrant you, into that 
common Miſtake of fond Wives, who conclude them- 
ſelves virtuous, becauſe they can refuſe a Man they 
don't like, when they have got one they do. 

Ber. True, and there 1 think 'tis a preſumptuous 
thing in a Womaa to aſſume the Name of Virtuous, till 
ſhe has heartily hated her Huſband, and been ſoundly 
in love with ſomebody elſe. Whom if ſhe has with- 
ſtood — then — much good may it do her! 

or. Well, ſo much for her Virtue. Now, one word 
of-her Inclinations, and every one to their Poſt, What 
Opinion do you find ſhe has of me? 

Ber. What you cou'd wiſh ; ſhe thinks you handſome 
and diſcreet. 

Wor. Good, that's thinking half Seas over. One 
Tide more brings us into Port, | 

Ber, Perhaps it may, tho” till remember, there's a 
difficult Bar to pats. 

Hor. 1 know there is, but I don't queſtion I ſhall get 
well over it, by the help of ſuch a Pilot. 

Ber. You may depend upon your Pilot, ſhe'll do the 
beſt ſhe can; ſo weigh Anchor, and be gone as ſoon as 
you pleaſe, 

Mor. I'm under Sail already. Adieu. [Exit Wor. 

Ber, Bon Voyage. 


Sola. 


So, here's fine Work. What a Buſineſs have I under- 
taken! I'm a very pretty Gentlewoman, truly; but there 
was no avoiding it: He'd have ruin'd me, if I had re- 
fus'd him. Befides, _ begin to fancy there may be 

1 err 
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much pleaſure in carrying on another body's Intrigue, 
as one's own, This at leaſt is certain, it exerciſes al- 
moit ail the entertaining Faculties of a Woman: For 


- there's employment for Hypocriſy, Invention, Deceit, 
Flattery, Miſchief, and Lying. 


Enter Amanda, her Woman following her. 


om. It you pleaſe, Madam, only to ſay, whether 
you'll have me to bay 'em or not. | 

Aman, Yes, no, go fiddle ; 1 care not what you do, 
Pr'ythee leave me. 

Vom. | have done. [Exit Nom. 

Ber. What in the Name of Jove's the matter with you? 
Annan. The matter, Berinthia! I'm almoit mad, I'm 

plagu'd to death. 

Ber. Who is it that plagues you ? 

Aman. Who do you think ſhou'd plague a Wife, but 
her Huſband? | 

Ber. O ho, 1s it come to that? We ſhall have you 
wiſh yourſelf a Widow by and by. | 

Aman. Wou'd I were any thing but what lam! A baſe 
ungrateful Man, after what I have done for him, to uſe 
me thus | TI 

Ber. What, he has been ogling now, I'll warrant you ? 

Aman. Yes, he has been ogling. 

Ber, And fo you are jealous? Is that all? 

Aman, That all! Is jealouſy then nothing? 

Ber. It ſhou'd be nothing, if | were in your Caſe. 

Aman. Why, what wou'd you do? 

Ber. I'd cure myſelf. 

Aman, How ? | 

Ber, Let Blood in the fond Vein: Care as little fox 
my Huſband as he did for me. f 

Aman. That would not ſtop his Courſe. 

Ber. Nor nothing elſe, when the Wind's inthe warm 
Corner. Look you, Amanda, you may build Caſtles in 
the Air, and fume, and fret, and grow thin and Jean, 
and pale and ugly, if you pleaſe. But I tell you, no 
Man worth having is true to his Wite, or can be true to 
his Wife, or ever was, or ever will be ſo. 
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Aman. Do you then really think he's falſe to me? for 
I did but ſuſpect him. 

Ber. Think fo? I know he's ſo. 

Aman. Is it poſſible? Pray tell me what you know. 

Ber. Don't preſs me then to name Names; for that I 
have ſworn I won't do. | 

Aman. Well, -I won't ; but let me know all you ean 
without Perjury. 

Ber. I'll let you know enough to prevent any wiſe 

Woman's dying of the Pip; and I hope you'll pluck up 
your Spirits, and ſhew, upon occaſion, you can be as 
good a Wife as the beſt of em. 
Aman. Well, what a Woman can do I'll endeayour. 
Ber. O, a Woman can do a great deal, if once ſhe 
fets her mind to it. Therefore pray don't ſtand we 
any longer, and teaſing n with this and that, an: 
your Love and your Virtue, and I know not what: But 
reſolve to hold up your Head, get a tiptoe, and lool 
over them all; for to my certain knowledge your hul- 
band 1s a pickering elſewhere. | 

Aman You are ſure on't ? ; 

Ber. Poſitively, he fell in love at the Play. 

PE, Right, the very ſame ; do you know the ugly 
ing ? 

Boy. Yes, I know her well enough; but ſhe's no ſuch 
ugly thing, neither. ö 

Aman. ls ſhe very handſome ? 

Ber. Truly | think fo, 

Aman. Hey-ho! 

Ber, What do you figh for now ? 

Aman. Oh my Heart! 

Ber. [afide.] Only the Pangs of Nature! ſhe's in La- 
bour of her Love; Heaven ſend her a quick Delivery! 
I'm ſure ſhe has a good Midwife, 

Aman, I'm very ill, I muſt go to my Chamber; 
Dear Berinabia, don't leave me a Moment. 

Ber. No, don't fear. [A/ide.} I'll fee you ſafe 
brought-to-bed, ['ll warrant you. 

[ Excunt, Amanda leaning upon Berinthia. 


D 5 SCENE 
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SCEN E, A Country-Houſe: 
Enter Young Faſhion and Lory. 


Young Faſb. 8 here's our Inheritance, Lory, if we 
8 | can but get into Poſſeſſion. But, me- 
thinks, the Seat of our Family looks like Noah's Ark, 
as if the chief part on't were deſign'd for the Fowls of 
the Air, and the Beaſts of the Field. 

Lo. Pray, Sir, don't let your Head run upon the Or- 
ders of Building here; get but the Heireſs, let the De- 

vil take the Houſe, 
Young Faſh, Get but the Houſe, let the Devil take the 
Heireſs, I ſay; at leaſt if ſhe be as old Coupler deſcribes 
her. But come, we have no time to ſquander. Knock at 
the Door. [Lory 4nocks tavo or three times.] What the De- 
vil, have they got no Ears in this Houſe? Knock harder, 

Lo. I'gad, Sir, this will prove ſome inchanted Caſtle; 
we ſhall have the Giant come out by and by with his 
Club, and beat our Brains out. [ Knocks again. 

Young Faſb. Huſh ! they come. | 

From within.) Who is there? | 

Lo. Open the Door and fee: Is that your Country 
Breeding ? | 

Within. Ay, but two Words to a Bargain: T ummas, 
is the Blunderbuſs prim'd ? 

Young Faſh. Oons, give em 8 Words, Lory; we 
ſhall be ſhot here a Fortune-catchingg. 

Lo. I'gad, Sir, I think y'are in the right on't. Ho, 
Mr. What d'ye-call- um. | Servant appears at the Win- 
dow with a Blunderbuſs) Weal naw, what's yar Baſineſs ? 

Young Faſh. Nothing, Sir, but to wait upon Sir Tun- 
bell), with your leave. | | 

Ser. To weat upon Sir Twnbelly? Why, you'll find 
that's juſt as Sir Tunbelly pleaſes, | 2 

Young Faſßb. But will you do me the Favour, Sir, to 
know whether Sir Tanbelly pleaſes or not? 

Ser. Why, look you, do you ſee, with good Words 
much may be done, Ralph, go thy weas, and aſk Sir 
T uns 
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Tunbelly if he pleaſes to be waited upon. And, do'ft 
hear? call to Nurſe, that ſhe may lock up Miſs Haydtu 
before the Gates open. | 

Yeung Faſb. D'ye hear that, Lory? | 

Lo. Ay, Sir, I'm afraid we ſhall find a difficult Jobb 
on't, Pray Heaven that old Rogue Coupler han't fent 
us to fetch Milk out of the Gunroom ! | 

Young Faſh. I'll warrant thee all will go well: See, 
the Door opens. 

Enter Sir Tunbelly, with his Servants arm'd with 

Guns, Clubs, Pitchforks, Sqtbes, &c. 

Lo. [running behind his Maſter.) O Lord, O Lord, © 

Lord, we are both dead Men! 
' Young Faſh. Take heed, Fool, thy Fear will ruin us. 

Lo. My Fear, Sir—'Sdeath, Sir, I fear nothing. [A:] 
Wou'd | were well up to the Chin in a Horfe-Pond! 

Sir Tun. Who is it here has any Buſineſs with me ? 

Young Fab. Sir, tis I, if your Name be Sir Tuntelty - 
Clumſey. 

Sir Tun. Sir, my Name 1s Sir Tunbelly Clumſey, whe- 
ther you have any Buſineſs with me or not. So you ſee 
am not aſham'd of my Name nor my Face—neither. 

Young Fafh., Sir, you have no cauſe, that I know of. 

Sir Tun. Sir, if. you have no cauſe neither, I deſire to 
know who you are; for till I know your Name, 1 ſhall 
not aſk you to come into my Houſe; and when I know 
your Name—'tis ſix to four I don't aſk you neither, 

Young Faſh. [giving him a Lett#.] Sir, I hope you'll 
find this Letter an Authentick Paſſport. | 

Sir 2½. God's my life, I aſk your Lordſhip's Par- 
don ten thouſand times. [ 7 his Servant.] Here, run 
in a-doors quickly: Get a Scotch-Coal Fire in the 
great Parlour ; ſet all the Turkey-work-Chairs in ther 
places; get the great Braſs Candleſticks out, and be ſure 
tick the Sockets full of Laurel; run. [Turzing to Young 
Faſh.] My Lord, I aſk your Lordſhip's pardon. [Ts 
other Servants.] And do you hear, run away to Nurſe, + 
did her let Miſs Heyden looſe again, and if it was not 
{lifting Day, let her put on a clean Tucker—quick ! 

| [ Exeunt Servants confuſedly. 
D 6 «+ 400 
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To Young Faſh.] I hope your Honour will excuſe the 
diſorder of my Family; we are not us'd to receive Men 
of your Lordſhip's great Quality every day; pray where 
are your Coaches and Servants, my Lord ? 

Young Faſb. Sir, that I might give you and your fair 
Daughter a 71 7 how impatient I am to be nearer a- 
kin to you, 1 left my Equipage to follow me, and came 
away Poſt with only one Servant. 

Sir Tun. Your Lordſhip does me too much Honour, 
It was expoſing your Perſon to too much Fatigue and. 
Danger, 1 proteſt it was; but my Daughter ſhall en- 
deavour to make you what amends ſhe can; and tho' [ 

ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it — Heyden has Charms. 

Young Faſo, Sir, I am not a Stranger to them, tho” I 
am to her, Common Fame has done her Juſtice, 

Sir Tun. My Lard, I am common Fame's very grate- 
ful humble Servant. My Lord — my Girl's young: 
Heyden is young, my Lord; but this I muſt ſay for her, 
what ſhe wants in Art, ſhe has by Nature; what ſhe 
wants in Experience, ſhe has in Breeding ; and what's 
wanting in her Age, is made good in her Conſtitution, 
So pray, my Lord, walkin ; pray, my Lord, walk in. 

Young Faſb. Sir, I wait upon you. [Exeunt, 


Miſs Hoyden fela. 


Sure never no body was us'd as I am. I know well 
enough what other Girls do, for all they think to make 
a Fool of me: It's well 1 have a Huſband a coming, or 
Pcod, I'd marry the Baker, | wou'd fo. No body can 
knock at the Gate, but prefently I muſt be lockt up; 
and here's the young Greyhound Bitch can run looſe 
about the Houſe all the day long, ſhe can; 'tis very 
well, 


Nurſe without, opening the Door. ; 
Miſs Hoyden! Miſs, Miſs, Miſs ! Miſs Heyden! 
Enter Nurſe. 


M.. Well, what do you make ſuch a Noiſe for, ha! 
What do you din a body's Ears for? Cay't one be at 
quiet for you ? 


Nurſe. 
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'urſe. What do I din your Ears for? Here's one 
come will din your Ears for you. 

Mi/s. What care 1 who's come? I care not a Fig who 
comes, nor who goes, as long as I mult be lockt up like 
the Ale-Cellar, 

Nurſe. That, Miſs, is for fear you ſhou'd. be drank 
before you are ripe. 

Miſs. O, don't you trouble your Head about that; 
I'm as ripe as you, tho? not ſo mellow. 

Nurſe. Very well; now 1 have a good mind to lock 
you up again, and not let you ſee my Lord to- night. 

Miſs. My Lord! Why, is my Huſband come ? 

Nurſe. Yes, marry is he, and a geodly Perſon too. 

Miſs. [hugging Nurſe.) O my dear Nurſe, forgive me 
this once, and UII never miſuſe you again; no, if [ 
do, you ſhall give me three thumps on the Back, and a 
great piach by the Cheek. 1 

Nurse. Ah the poor Thing, ſee how it melts; it's as 
full of Good-Nature as an Egg's full of Meat. 

M/s. But, my dear Nurſe, don't lie now ; is he 
come, by your troth ? 

Nurſe. Yes, by my truly, is he. 

Mi/s. O Lord! I'll go and put on my lac'd Smock, 
tho? I am whipt till the Blood run down my Heels for't. 


[ Exit running. 


Nurſe. Eh the Lord ſuccour thee, how thou art 
delighted ! ' [ Exit after ber. 
Enter Sir Tunbelly and Young Faſhion, 4 Servant 


avith Wine. 


Sir Tun. My Lord, I'm proud of the Honour to ſee 
pou Lordſhip within my Doors: and I humbly crave 
eave to bid you welcome in a Cup of Sack Wine. 

Young Faſb. Sir, to your Daughter's Health. [Drints, 

Sir Zuu. Ah poor Girl, ſhe'll be ſcar'd out of her 
Wits on her Wedding Night; for, hone!:ly ſpeaking, 
ſhe does not know a Man from a Woman, but by his 
Beard, and his Breeches. 

Leung Faſb. Sir, I don't doubt ſhe has had a virtuous 
Education, which, with the reſt of her Merit, makes 
me 
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me long to ſee her mine. I wiſh you wou'd diſpenſe 
with the Canonical Hour, and let it be this very Night. 
Sir Tun. O not ſo ſoon, neither; that's ſhooting my 
Girl before you bid her ſtand. - No, give her fair warn- 
ing, we'll ſign and ſeal to-night if you pleaſe; - and this 
Day ſeven-night—let the jade look to her Quarters. 

Young Faſh. This Day ſeven-night—-— Why, what do 
you take me for a Ghoſt, Sir? *Slife, Sir, l'm made of 
Fleſh and Blood, and Bones and Sinews, and can no 
more live a Week without your Daughter—than 1 can 
live a Month with her. [ A/fiae. 

Sir Tun. Oh, I'll warrant you, my Hero; young 
Men are hot, I know, but they don't boil over at that 
rate, neither; beſides, my-Wench's Wedding Gown is 
not come home yet. 

Young Faſh. O, no matter, Sir, Pll take her in her 
Shift. [Afde.] A Pox of this old Fellow, he'll delay 
the Buſineſs till my damn'd Star finds me out, and diſ- 
covers me. To Sir Tun.] Pray, Sir, let it be done wich- 
out Ceremony; *twill ſave Money. | | 

Sir Tun. Money Save Money when Hoyder's to 
be marry'd? Udſwoons, Ill give my Wench a Wedding- 
Dinner, tho? I go to Graſs with the King of ria fort; 
and ſuch a Dinner it ſhall be, as is not to be cook'd in 
the poaching of an Egg. Therefore, my Noble Lord, 
have a little Patience, we'll go and look over our Deeds 
and Settlements immediately; and as for your Bride, 
tho? you may be ſharp- ſet before ſhe's quite ready, I'll en- 
gage for my Girl, ſhe ſtays your Stomach at laſt, [ Zxcunt. 


CC 
ACT-IV.-SCENE.L-- 


Enter Miſs Hoyden and Nurſe. 


Nurſe. FLL, Miſs, how do you like your Huſ- 
| band that is to be ? | 
. N. 
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M.. O Lord, Nurſe, I'm ſo overjoy'd, I can ſcarce 
contain myſelf. | | 
Nurſe, O, but you muſt have a care of being too fond ; 
for Men now a-days hate a Woman that loves em. 
Miſs, Love him! Why do you think I love him, 
Nurſe? I'cod, I would not care if he were hang'd, ſo 
I were but once married to him —— No — that which 
pleaſes me, is to think what Work Pll make when I get 
to London; for when I am a Wife and a Lady both, 
Nurſe, Pcod, I'Il flant it with the beſt of em. 
Nurſe. Look, look, if his Honour be not a coming to 
78 ; now if | were ſure you wou'd behave yourſelf 
andſomely, and not diſgrace me that have brought 


you up, I'd leave you alone together, 

Mis That's my beſt Nurſe, do as you wou'd be 
done by ; truſt us together this once; and if I don't ſhew 
my Breeding from the Head to the Foot of me, may I 
be twice married, and die a Maid! 

Nurſe. Well, this once PlI venture you; but if you 
diſparage me 

Miſs. Never fear, P11 ſhew him my Parts, Il warrant 
him, [Exit Nurſe. 

Sola. 
Theſe old Women are ſo wiſe when they get a poor 
Girl into their Clutches ; but ere it be long, I ſhall 
know what's what, as well as the beſt of em. 


Enter Young Faſhion. 


Young Faſb. Your Servant, Madam, I'm glad to find 
you alone; for I have ſomething of Importance to ſpeak 
to you about. 

Miſs. Sir, (my Lord, I meant) you may ſpeak to 
2 about what you pleaſe, I ſhall give you a civil An- 

wer. 

Young Faſh. You give me ſo obliging a one, it encou- 
rages me to tell you in few Words, what I think both 
for your Intereſt and mine. Your Father, I ſuppoſe you 
know, has reſolv'd to make me happy in being your 
Huſband, and I hope I may depend upon your Conſent, 
to perform what he deſires, 


M.. 
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Mie. Sir, I never diſobey my Father in any thing but 


eating of green Gooſeberries. 

Young Faſh. So good a Daughter muſt needs be an 
admirable Wife; 1 am therefore impatient till you are 
mine, and hope you will ſo far conſider the Violence of 
my Love, that you won't have the Cruelty to defer my 
Happineſs ſo long as your Father deſigns it. 

Mi. Pray, my Lord, how long is it? 

2 4 1 Fab. Madam, a thouſand Year——a whole 
Week. 

Miſs. A Week! ——why, I ſhall be an old Woman by 
that time. | 

Young Faſo. And Ian eld Man, which you'll find 
a greater Misfortune than t'other. 

Mi. Why I thought it was to be to-morrow Morn- 
ing, as ſoon as I was up; I'm ſure Nurſe told me fo. 

Young Faßb. And it thall be to-morrow Morning ſtill, 
if you'l] conſent. | 

Miſi. If PII conſent! Why I thought I was to obey 
you as my Huſband, | 
 Toung Faſh. That's when we are married; till then, 
I am to obey you. | 

Miſs. Why then if we are to take it by turns, it's the 
fame thing: I'll obey you now, and when we are mar- 
ried, you ſhall obey me. 3 

Young Faſb. With all my heart; but I doubt we muſt 

t Nurſe on our fide, or we ſhall hardly prevail with 
= Chaplain. 

Miſs. No more we ſhan't indeed, for he loves her bet- 
ter than he loves his Pulpit, and wou'd always be a 
preaching to her, by his good Will. 

Young Faſh. Why then, my dear little Bedfellow, if 
you'll call her hither, we' H try to perſuade her preſently. 

Mi. O Lord, I can tell you a way how to perſuade 
her to any N N 

Young Faſh. How's that? 

Mifs. Why tell her ſhe's a wholeſome, comely Wo- 
man——and give her Half a Crown. 

Young Faſo. Nay, if that will do, ſhe ſhall have half 


a ſcore of em. 
Miſs, 
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Miß. O Gemini, for half that ſhe'd marry you her- 
ſelf: I'll run and call her, [Exit Miſs. 


Young Faſhion /e/as. 


So, Matters go ſwimmingly ; this is a rare Girl, 
i faith; I ſhall have a fine time of it with her at London. 
I'm much mikaſten if ſhe don't prove a March Hare all 
the Year round, What a ſcampering Chace will ſhe 
make on't, when ſhe finds the whole Kennel of Beaux at 
her Tail! Hey to the Part and the Play, and the Church, 
and the Devil; ſhe'll ſhew them ſport, I'll warrant 


'em. But no matter, ſhe brings an Eltate will afford me 
a ſeparate Maintenance. 


Enter Miſs and Nurſe, 


Young Faßb. How do you do, good Miſtreſs Nurſe ? I 
deſir'd your young Lady would give me leave to ſee you, 
that I might thank you for your extraordinary Care and 
Conduct in her Education; pray accept of this ſmall 
aa for it at preſent, and depend upon 
my farther Kindneſs, when I ſhall be that happy thing 
her Huſband. 

Nurſe, [afide.} Gold by mackins! Your Honour's 
Goodneſs is too great: alas! all I can boaſt of is, I gave 
her poor good Milk, and ſo your Honour wou'd have 
ſaid, an you had ſeen how the poor thing ſuck't i. 
Eh, God's blefling on the ſweet Face on't ! how it us'd 
to hang at this poor Teat, and ſuck and ſqueeze, and 
kick and ſprawl it wou'd, till the Belly on't was fo full, 
it wou'd drop off like a Leech, 

[ Miſs te Nurſe, taking her angrily aſide. 

Pray one word with you; pr*ythee, Nurſe, don't ſtand 
11pping up old Stories, to make one aſham'd before one's 
Love : do you think ſuch a fine proper Gentleman as he 
is, cares for a fiddlecome Tale of a draggle- tail'd Girlz 
if you have a mind to make him have a good Opinion 
of a Woman, don't tell him what one did then, tell him 
what one can do now. [To Young Faſh.] I hope your 
Honcur will excuſe my Miſmanners to whiſper before 
you, it was only to give ſome orders about the Family. 


Young Faſb. 
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. Young Fas. O every thing, Madam, is to give way 
to Buſineſs ; beſides, good Houſewifery is a very com- 
mendable Quality in a young Lady. 

Mijs. Pray, Sir, are the young Ladies good Houſe- 
wives at London Town ? Do they darn their own Linen? 

Yeung Faſh. O no, they ſtudy how to ſpend Money, 
not to ſave it. 

Miſs. I'cod, I don't know but that may be better 
Sport than t'other, ha, Nurſe! | 

Young Faſh. Well, you ſhall have your Choice when 
you come there, 

Miſs. Shall 1 — then by my troth I'll get there 
as fait as I can. ” s 

To Nur/e.] His Honour defires you'll be ſo kind, as to 
let us be marry'd to-morrow. | 

Nurſe. 'To-morrow, my dear Madam? 

Young Faſb. Ves, to-morrow, ſweet Nurſe, privately; 
young Folks, you know, are impatient, and Sir Tun- 
belly wou'd make us ſtay a Week for a Wedding-Din- 
ner. Now all things being ſign'd and ſeal'd, and agreed, 
I fancy there cou'd be no great harm in practiſing a 
Scene or two of Matrimony in private, if it were only 
to give us the better Aſſurance when we come to play 1t 
in publick, | | 

Nurſe. Nay, I muſt confeſs ſtolen Pleaſures are ſweet ; 
but if you ſhou'd be married now, what will you do 
when Sir Tunbelly calls for you to be wedded ? 

Mi. Why then we will be married again. 

Nurſe, What, twice, my Child? 

Miſs. I'cod, I don't care how often. I'm married, 
not 1. a 
TDiuourg Faſb. Pray, Nurſe, don't you be againſt your 

l good; for by this means ſhe'IIl have the 
pleaſure of two Wedding-Days. | 

Miſs to Nurſe ſoftly.) And of two Wedding-Nights 
too, Nurſe. 

Nurſe. Well, I'm ſuch a tender-hearted Fool, I find 
I can refuſe you nothing; ſo you ſhall een follow your 
own Inventions, 

Miſs. Shall I? [4/fde.] O Lord, I could leap over 
the Moon, Young Faſp. + 
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Young Faſh. Dear Nurſe, this Goodneſs of yours 


ſhan't go unrewarded; but now you muſt employ your 
Power with Mr. Bull the Chaplain, that he may do his 
friendly Office too, and then we ſhall be all happy; do 
you think you can prevail with him ? 

Nurſe, Prevail with him ——or he ſhall never prevail 
with me, I can tell him that. | | 

Mi. My Lord, ſhe has had him upon the hip this 
ſeven. Year, | 

Young Faſh. I'm glad to hear it; however, to ſtrength- 
en your Intereſt with him, you may let him know I have 
ſeveral fat Livings in my Gift, and that the firſt that 
falls ſhall be in your Diſpoſal. | 

Nurje, Nay, then Il make him marry more Folks 
than one, I'll promiſe him, 

Miſs. Faith, do, Nurſe, make him marry you too; 
I'm ſure he'll do't for a fat Living; for he loves Eating 
more than he loves his Bille; and I have often heard 
him ſay, a fat Living was the belt Meat in the World. 

Nurſe. Ay, and I'll make him commend the Sauce 
too, or ['Il bring his Gown to a Caſſock, I will fo. 

Young Faſh. Well, Nurſe, whilſt you go and ſettle 
Matters with him, your Lady and I will go and take a 
walk in the Garden. 

Nurſe, I'll do your Honour's Buſineſs in the catching 

up of a Garter. [Exit Nurſe. 
Young Faſb. [Giving her his Hand.] Come, Madam, 
dare you venture yourſelf alone with me ? 

Miſs. O dear, yes, Sir; I don't think you'll do any 
thing to me I need be afraid on. 


Enter Amanda and Berinthia. 
A SONG. 
I. 
Smile at Love, and all its Arts, 
T he Charming Cynthia cry'd ; 


T ake heed, for Love has piercing Darts,. 


4 wounded Swain reply'd, 
Once 
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Once free and bleſt as you are now, 
1 trifled with his Charms; 
I printed at his little Bow, © 
And ſported with his Arms : 
Till urg'd too far, Revenge he cries, 3 
A fated Shaft he drew ; 
It took its paſſage thre your Eyes, 
And to my Heart it flew. 
II. 


To tear it thence I try'd in dain; 
' Toftrivel quickly found 

Was only to increaſe the Pain, 
And to enlarge the Wound, 

Ah much too well, I fear, you know 
What pain Pm to endure, 

Since what your Eyes alone cou'd do, 
Your Heart alone can cure, | 

And T hat (grant Heaven I may miſtake} 
I deubt is doom'd to bear 

A Burden for another's ſake, 
IF ho ill rewards its Care. 


Aman. Well, now, PBerinthia, I'm at leiſure to hear 

what *twas you had to ſay to me. 
Bier. What | had to ſay, was only to echo the Sighs 
and Groans of a dying Lover. 
Aman. Phu, will you never learn to talk in earneſt of 
any thing ? | | 

Ber. Why this ſhall be in earneſt, if you pleaſe; for 
my part, I only tell you Matter of Fact - you may take 
it which way you like beſt; but if you'll follow the Wo- 
men of the Town, you'll take it both ways; for when 
a Man offers himſelf to one of them, firit ſhe takes him 
in jeſt, and then ſhe takes him in earneſt, 

Aman. I'm ſure there's ſo much jeſt and earneſt in 
what you ſay to me, I ſcarce know how to take it; but 
I think you have bewitched me, for I don't find it poſſi- 
dle to be angry with you, ſay what you will, 

Ber. I'm very glad to hear it, for I have no mind to 

quarrel with you, tor ſome Reaſons that I'll not brag a 
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but quarrel or not, ſmile or frown, 1 muſt tell you what 
1 have ſaffer'd upon your account. : 

Aman. Upon my account 

Ber. Yes, upon yours; I have been forc'd to fit ſtill 
and hear you commended for two Hours together, with- 
out one Compliment to myſelf ; now don't you think a 
Woman has a bleſſed time of that ? 

Aman, Alas! | ſhou'd have been unconcern'd at it; 1 
never knew where the Pleaſure lay of being prais'd by 
the Men: but pray who was this that commended me ſo? 

Ber. One you have a mortal Averſion to—Mr, Vor- 
thy: he us'd you like a Text, he took you all to pieces, 
but ſpoke ſo learnedly upon every Point, one might ſee 
the Spirit of the Church was in him: it you are a Wo- 
man, you'd have been in an Extaſy to have heard how 
feelingly he handled your Hair, your Eyes, your Noſe, 
your Mouth, your Teeth, your Tongue, your Chin, 

our Neck, and ſo forth. Thus he preach'd for an Hour; 
bas when he came to uſe an Application, he obſerv'd 
that all theſe, without a Gallant, were nothing — Now 
conſider of what has been ſaid, and Heaven give you 
Grace to put it in practice 

Aman. Alas! Berinihea, did I incline to a Gallant, 
(which you know I do not) do you think a Man fo nice 
as he, cou'd have the leaſt concern for ſuch a plain un- 
poliſh'd thing as I am ? It is 1mpoſible! 

Ber. Now have you a great mind to put me upon 
commending you, | 

Aman. Indeed that was not my Deſign, 

Ber. Nay, if it were, it's ali one, tor I won't do't, 
I'll leave that to your, 83 But to ſhe you 
I have ſome Good- nature left, 1'll commend him, and 
may be that may do as well. 

Aman. You have a great mind to perſuade me Iam in 
love with him, 

Ber. | have a great mind to perſuade you, you don't 
know what you are in love with. 

Aman. I am ſure I am not in love with him, nor ne- 
ver ſhall be; fo let that paſs: but you were ſaying ſome- 
thing you wou'd commend him for, 


Ber, 
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Ker. O, you'd be glad to hear a good Character of 


him, however. 


Aman. Pha. 
Ber, Pſha Well, *tis a fooliſh Undertaking 


for Women in theſe kind of Matters, to pretend to de- 
ceive one another -— Have not 1 been bred a Woman 
as well as you? LS 


Aman. What then ? 
Ber. Why then I underſtand my Trade ſo well, that 


whenever J am told of a Man I like, I cry, Pſha! But 
that I may ſpare you the pains of putting me a ſecond 
time in mind to commend him, I'll proceed, and give you 
this account of him: That tho? *tis poſſible he may have 
had Women with as good Faces as your Ladyſhip's, (no 
Diſcredit to it neither) yet you muſt know your cautious 
Behaviour, with that Reſerve in your Humour, has given 
him his Death's Wound ; he mortally hates a Coquette ; 
he ſays tis impoſſible to love where he cannot eſteem; and 
that no Woman can be eſteemed by a Man who has Senſe, 
if ſhe makes herielf cheap in the Eye of a Foo!. That 
Pride to a Woman, is as neceſſary as Humility to a Di- 
vine; and that far- fetch'd, and dear bought, is Meat for 
Gentlemen, as well as for Ladies In ſhort, that eve 
Woman who has Beauty may ſei a price upon herſelf, 
and that by under-ſelling the Market they ruin the 
Trade. This is his Doctrine, how do you like it ? 
Aman. So well that, fince I never intend to have a 
Gallant for myſelf, if I were to recommend one to a 


Friend, he ſhou'd be the Man. | 


Enter Worthy. | 


Bleſs me, he's here! pray Heaven he did not hear me! 

Ber. If he did, it won't hurt your Reputation ; your 
Thoughts are as ſafe in his Heart as in your own. 

Mor. I venture in at an unſeaſonable time of Night, 
Ladies; I hope if I am troubleſome, you'll uſe the 
ſame freedom in turning me out again. 

Aman. | believe it can't be late, for Mr. Lowele/5 is 
not ccme home yet, and he uſually keeps Hood Hours. 

5 


Mor. Madam, I'm afraid he'll trangreſs a little to- 
: night ; 


* 
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night; for he told me about half an Hour ago, he was 
oing to ſup with ſome Company, he doubted would 

— him out till three or four o'clock in the Morning, 
and defir'd I would let my Servant acquaint you with it, 
that you might not expect him: But my Fellow's a 
Blunder-head ; ſo, left he ſhould make ſome miſtake, I 
thought it my Duty to deliver the Meflage myſelf. 

Aman. Fm-very ſorry he ſhou'd give you that trouble, 
Sir: But 

Ber, But ſinee he has, will you give me leave, Ma- 
dam, to keep him to play at Ombre with us? 

Aman. Couſin, you know you command my Houſe, 
Wer, to Ber.] And, Madam, you know you command 
me, tho' 'm a very wretched Gameſter. | 

Ber. O you play well enough to loſe your Money, 
and that's all the Ladies require; ſo without any more 
Ceremony, let us go into the next Room and call for 
the Cards, 

Aman. With all my heart. 

[Exit Wor. leading Aman, 

Ber. fla. Well, how this Buſineſs will end, Heaven 
kuows; but ſhe ſeems to me to be in as fair a way—— ' 


as a Boy is to be a Rogue, when he's put Clerk to an 
Actorney, [Exit Berinthia. 


— 


— 


S EN. E, Berinthia's Chamber. 


Enter Loveleſs cautiouſly in the dark. 


Lov. Oo, thus far all's well. I'm got into her Bed- 

0 Chamber, and I think nobody has perceiv'd 
me ſteal into the Houſe; my Wife don't expect me home 
till four o' Clock; ſo if Berinthia comes to Bed by eleven, 
I ſhall have a Chace of five Hours. Let me tee, where 
ſhall I hide myſelf? Under her Bed? No; we ſhall have 
her Maid ſearching there for ſomething or other ; her 
Cloſet's a better place, and I have a Maſter-Key will 


open it: I'll e'en in there, and attack her juſt when ſhe 
comes 
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comes to her Prayers, that's the moſt like to prove het 
critical Minute; for then the Devil will be there to aſh 
ane. ¶ He opens the Cloſet, goes in, and ſputa the door after him, 


Enter Berinthia with a Candle in her hand. 


Fer, Well, ſurel am the beſt-natur'd Woman in the 
World. I that love Cards ſo well (there is but one thing 
upon the Earth I love better) have pretended Letters to 
write, to give my Friends a Tete-a-T#te 3 however, I'm 
innocent, for Picquet is the Game I ſet em to: at her 
own peril be it, if the ventures to play with him at any 
other. But now what ſhall I do with myſelf? 1 don't 
know how in the World to paſs mytime ; wou'd Loveleſs 
were here to badiner a little! Well, he's a charming Fel- 
low, I don't wonder his Wife's ſo fond of him. What if 
1 ſhou'd ſet down and think of ham till I fall aſleep, and 
dream of the Lord knows what? O, but then if I ſhou'd 
dream we were married, I ſhou'd be frighted out of my 
Wits. [Seeing a Bock.] What's this Book ? I think I 
had beſt go read. O Spleustigue / tis a Sermon, Well, 
I'll go into my Cloſet, and read the Plotting Sifters. [ She 
opens the Cliſet, ſees Loveleſs, and ſpriels aut.] O Lord, a 
Ghoſt, a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt \ 


Enter Loveleſs ranning to her. 

Low. Peace, my Dear ; it's no Ghoſt, take it in your 
Arms, you'll find 'tis worth a hundred of 'em. | 

Ber. Kun in again; here's ſomebody coming, 

Enter Maid, 

Maid. O Lord, Madam, what's the matter ? 

Ber. O. Heav'ns! I'm almoſt frighted out of my 
Wits. I thought verily I had ſeen a Ghoſt, and 'twas 
nothing but the white Curtain, with a black Hood: pinn'd 
up againſt it; you may be gone again, I am the fear- 
fulleit Fool.— - [ Exit Maid. 


Re-enter Loveleſs, 


Low. Is the Coaſt clear? | 
Ber. The Coalt clear! I ſuppoſe you are clear, you'd 
never play ſuch a Trick as this elſe, | 


Low: 
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| Low. Tam very well pleas'd with my Trick thus far, 
and ſhall be ſo till I have play'd it out, if1 it * your 
Fault: where's my Wife? 
Ber. At Cards. 
Lov. With whom? 
Ber. With Worthy. © 

Lov, Then we are ſafe enough. 

Ber. You are ſo! Some Huſbands wou'd be of ano- 
ther mind, if he were at Cards with their Wives. 

Lov. And they'd be in the right on't too. But I dare 
truſt mine:—--Beſides, I know he's in love in another 
place, and he's not one of thoſe who court half a dozen 
at a time. 

Ber. Nay, the truth on't 1s, you'd pity him if you 
ſaw how. uneaſy he 1s at being engag'd with us; but 
'twas my Malice. I fancy'd he was to meet his Miſtreſs 
ſome where elſe, ſo did it to have the pleaſure of ſeeing 
him fret. 

Low. What ſays Amanda to my ſtaying abroad ſo late? 

Ber, Why ſhe's as much out of Humour as he, I be- 
lieve they wiſh one another at the Devil. 

Lov. Then I'm afraid they'll quarrel at Play, and 
ſoon throw up the Cards: [Offering to pull ber into her 
Cleſet] Therefore, my dear — on Angel, let us 
make good uſe of our tine. 

Ber, Heavens! what do you mean? 

Love Pray what do you think I mean? 

Ber, I don't know. 

Low. ILIl ſhew you. 

Ber, You may as well tell me. 

Low. No, thatwou'd make you bluſh worſe than Yother, 

Ber, Why, do you intend to make me bluſh ? 

Low. Faith, 1 can't tell that; but if I do, it ſhall be 
in the dax. [ Pulling ber. 

Ber. O Heavens ! I wou'd not be in the dark with 
you for all the World. | 

Low, I'll try that, [Puts out the Candies. 

Ber. O Lord! are you mad! What ſhall I do for Light? 

Lov. You'll do as well without it. 


Ber. Why, one can't find a Chair to fit down? 
Vor. L E Lov. 
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Low. Come into the Cloſet, Madam, there's Moon- 


ſhine upon the Couch, 
Ber. Nay, never pull, for I will not go. 
Lov. Then you muſt be carried. [ Carrying her, 


Ber. Help, help, I'm raviſh'd, ruin'd, undone. O 
Lord, I ſhall never be able to bear it. [Yery foftly. 


„ * — 
2 — m_—_—. 


SCE N E, Sir Tunbelly's Houſe. 
Enter Miſs Hoyden, Nurſe, Young Faſhion, and Bull. 


Young Faſh. T HIS quick diſpatch of yours, Mr. 
Bull, I take fo kindly, it ſhall give 
you a claim to my Favour as long as I live, 1 do affure 
ou. | 
N Mi. And to mine too, I promiſe you. 
Bull. J moſt humbly thank your Honours; and I 
hope, ſince it has been my Lot to join you in the holy 
Bands of Wedlock, you will ſo well cultivate the Soil 
which I have crav'd a Bleſſing on, that your Children 
may ſwarm about you like Bees about a Honey-Comb. 
Mi. I-cod with all my Heart, the more the mer- 
rier, I ſay; ha, Nurſe. | | 
Enter Lory, taking his Mafter haſtily afide. 

Lo. One Word with you, for Heaven's ſake, 

Young Faſb. What the Devil's the matter? 

Le. Sir, your Fortune's ruin'd, and I don't think your 
Life's worth a quarter of an Hour's Purchaſe: Yonder's 
your Brother arriv'd with two Coaches and fix Horſes, 
_ Footmen and Pages, a Coat worth fourſcore 
Pound, and a Perriwig down to his Knees: So judge 
what will become of your Lady's Heart. | 

Young Faſo, Death and Furies! tis impoſlible, 

Lo. Fiends and Spectres! Sir, tis true. 

Young Faſb. Is he in the Houſe yet? 

Lo. No, they are capitulating with him at the Gate; 
the Porter tells him, he's come to run away with Mi/5 
Hoyden, and has cock d the Blunderbuſs at m_ ; — 
. ; rother 
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Brother ſwears Gad Damme, they are a parcel of Clawns, 
and he had a good mind to break off the Matelt;z but 
they have given the Word for Sir Tunbelly, ſo I doubt 
all will come out preſently. Pray, Sir, reſolve what 
you'll do this Moment, for I'gad they H maul you, 

Young Faſb. Stay a little. [Ts Mi.] My Dear, here's 
a troubleſome Buſineſs my Man tells me of; but don't be 
frighten'd, we ſhall be too hard for the Rogue, Here's 
an impudent Fellow at the Gate (not knowing I was 
come hither incognito) has taken my Name upon him, 
in hopes to run away with you. 
Miſs. O the Brazen-fac'd Varlet, it's well we are 
married, or may be T __ _ have _ 88 
Yeung Faſh, | aſide.] I'gad, like enough: Pr 5 
dear Boke, run to Sir Turbelly, and ſtop him from 
going to the Gate, before I ſpeak with him. | 
Bull. I fly, my good Lord [Exit Bull. 
Nurſe. An' t pleaſe your Honour, my Lady and I had 
beſt lock ourſelves up till the Danger — 
* Young Faſh. Ay, by all means. | 
- Mi/s, Not ſo faſt, I won't be lock'd up any more, 
I'm marry'd, 
' Young Faſh. Yes, pray my Dear do, till we have 

ſciz'd this Raſcal. 
Miſs. Nay, if you pray me, Pll do any thing, 

[ Exeunt Miſs and Nurſe: 

Young Faſh. O! here's Sir Tunbelly coming. [To L.] 
Hark you, Sirrah, things are better than you imagine; 
the Wedding's over. 

Lo. The Devil it is, Sir. 
Young Faſh. Not a Word, all's ſafe : But Sir Tun. 
belly don't know it, nor muſt not yet; ſol am reſoly'd 
to brazen the Buſineſs out, and have the Pleafure of 
turning the Impoſtor upon his Lordſhip, which I believe 
may eaſily be done. 


Enter Sir Tunbelly, Chap. ad Servants arm'd, 
Yeung Faſh. Did you ever hear, Sir, of ſo impudent 
an Undertaking ? | : | 
Sir Tun. Never, by the Maſs, but we'll tickle him, 

<" "WY 0 


PH warrant him. Young 
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Young Faſo. They tell me, Sir, he has a great many 
People with him diſguis'd like Servants, 4 
Sir Tun. Ay, ay, Rogues enow ; but I'll ſoon raiſe 
the Poſſe upon em. | 
Young: Faſv. Sir, if you'll take my Advice, we'll go a 
ſhorter way to work; I find, whoever this Spark is, he 
knows nothing of my being privately here; ſo if you 
pretend to receive him civilly, he'll enter without Suſ- 
picion ; and as ſoon as he is within the Gate, we'll whip 
UP the Drawbridge upon his Back, ler fly the Blunder- 
buſs to diſperſe the Crew, and ſo commit him to Gaol. 
Sir Tun. I'gad, your Lordſhip is an ingenious Perſon, 
and a very great General; but ſhall we kill any of 'em, 
or not? | | 
-.. Young Faſh. No, no, fire over their Heads only to 
fright them; I'll warrant the Regiment ſcours when 
the Colonel's a Priſoner, | | 
Sir Tun. Then come along, my Boys, and let your 
Courage be great for your Danger is but ſmall. 
[ Exeunt, 


* 


— . 
— — _ — 


— — 


SCENE, The Cate. 


Ent r Lord Foppingron and Followers, 
Lord Fop. Pax of theſe Bumkinly People, will they 
open the Gate, or do they deſire I 
ſhou'd grow at their Moat-fide like a Willow? [To he 
Porter J Hey, Fellow—Pr'ythee do me the Favour, in 
as few words as thou canſt find to expreſs thyſelf, to tell 
me whether thy Maſter will admit me or not, that 1 may 
turn about my Coach, and be gone. 
Por. Here's my Maſter himſelf now at hand, he's of 
Age, he'll give you his Anſwer, 1 85 
Enter Sir Tunbelly, and his Servants. 
Sir Tun. My moſt noble Lord, I crave your pardon 
for making your Honour wait ſo long; but my Orders 
to my ſervants have been to admit no body without my 
Knowledge, for fear of ſome Attempts upon my Daugh- 
ter, the Times being full of Plots and Roguery. . 
| or 
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Lord Fop. Much Caution, I muſt confeſs, is a Sign 
of great Wiſdom : But, ſtap my Vitals, I have got a 
Cold enough to deſtroy a Porter— He, hem — 

Sir Tun. 1 am very ſorry for't, indeed, my Lord ; 
but if your Lordſhip pleaſe to walk in, we'll help you 
to ſome brown Sugar-Candy, My Lord, Pl! ſhew you 
the way. | | 

Lord Fep. Sir, I follow you with pleaſure, [ Excunt. 

[4s Lord Foppington's Servants go to follow him 
in, they clap the Door againſt La Verole. 

Cerwants within, Nay, hold you me there, Sir. 

La Ver. Fernie, queſt ce que weut dire ga? 

Sir Tun. [within,]-—Fire, Porter. 

Porter fires. —— Have among you, my Maſters. - 

La Var. Ah je ſuis mort — [The ſervants all run . 

Port. Not one Soldier left, by the Maſs. 


n_— — 


- — 


SCENE changes into a Hall. 


Enter Sir Tunbelly, the Chaplain and Servants, with 
Lerd Foppington di/arm'd. 


Sir Tux. FOme, bririg him along, bring him along. 
Lord Fop. What the Pax do you mean, 
Gentlemen, is it Fair time, that you are all drunk be- 
fore Dinner? Ar Þ Wr 
Sir Tun. Drunk, Sirrah ! Here's an impudent Rogue 
for you! Drunk or Sober, Bully, I'm a Juftice of the 
Peace, and know how to deal with Strolers. | 
Lord Fop. Strolers ! 0 
Sir Tun. Ay, Strolers; come, give an account of your- 
ſelf; what's your Name? where do you live? Do yon 
pay Scot and Lot? Are you a Williamite, or a Faco- 
N 7 Come. Ta * | , 
Lord Fop, And why doſt thou aſk me ſo many imper- 
tinent Queſtions ? d | e 5 
Sir Tan. Becauſe I'll make you anſwer 'em before I 
have done with you, you Raſcal you. . 
E 


3 ; Lord 
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Lord Fop. Before Gad, all the Anſwer Jean make 
thee to em, is, that thou art a very extraordinary old 
Fellow; ſtap my Vitals—— | 

Sir Tun, Nay, if you are for joaking with Deputy- 
Lieutenants, we know how to deal with you: Here, 
draw a Warrant for him immediately. 

Lord Fop. A Warrant—- what the Devil is't thou 
wou'dit be at, old Gentleman ? | 

Sir Tun. I wou'd be at you, Sirrah, (if my Hands 
were not ty'd as a Magiſtrate) and with theſe two dou- 
ble Fiſts beat your Teeth down your Throat, you Dog 


you. 

Lord Fop. And why would'ſt thou ſpoil my Face at 
that rate ? 

3 wh un. For your Deſign to rob me of my Daughter, 
ain. 

Lord Fop. Rab thee of thy Daughter — Now I do 
begin to believe I am a-bed and a-ſlcep, and that all 
this is but a Dream—--If it be, *twill be an agreeable 
Surprize enough, to waken by and by ; and inſtead of 
the impertinent Company of a naſty Country Juſtice, 
find my ſelf perhaps in the Arms of a Woman of Qua- 
lity— [e Sir Tun.] Pr'ythee, old Father, wilt thou give 
me leave to aſk thee one Queſtion ? 

Sir Tn. I can't tell whether I will or not, till I know 

what it is. 15 
Lord Fop. Fs then, it is, whether thou didſt not 
Lord Feppington to come down and marry 


write to my 
thy Daughter ? 

Sir Tan. Yes, did I, and my Lord Feppington 
is. come down, and ſhall marry my Daughter before 
ſhe's a Day older. 


Lord Fop. Now give me thy Hand, dear Dad, I 
thought we ſhould underſtand one another at laſt. 

Sir Tun, This Fellow's mad —here bind him Hand 
and Foot. [They bind him down. 
Tord Fop. Nay, pr'ythee, Knight, leave fooling, thy 
Jeſt begins to grow dull. 

Sir Tus, Bind him, I ſay, he's mad—--Bread and 
Water, a dark Room, and a Whip, may bring him to his 
Senſes again, Lord 
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Loyd Fop. [afrde.] T'gad, if I don't waken quickly, by 
all that 9. 2 n. to prove one of the moſt 
impertinent Dreams that ever I dreamt in my Life. 

Euter Miſs and Nurſe. [Miſs going uf to him.] 

Miß. Is this he that wou'd have run away with me ? 
Fough, how he ſtinks of ſweets! Pray, Father, let him 
be dragg d through the Horſe-Pond. 

Lord Fop. Cad.] This muſt be my Wife by her na- 
tural Inclination to her Huſband. 

Mifs. Pray, Father, what do. you intend to do with 
him ? hang him ? 

Sir Tun. That at leaſt, Child. | 

Nurſe. Ay, and it's e' en too good for him too. 

Lord Fop. [afide ] Madame la Governante, I preſume, 
hitherto this appears to me to be one of the moſt extra- 
ordinary Families that ever Man of Quality match'd into. 

Sir Tun. What's become of my Lord, Daughter? 

Mi/s. He's juſt coming, Sir. 

Lord Fop. [afide.) My Lord-=—What does he mean 
by that now? 6 


Euter Young Paſhion and Lory. 

Seeing him.] Stap my Vitals, Tam, now the Dream's out. 

Young Faſh. Is this the Fellow, Sir, that deſign d to 
trick me of your Daughter ? | 

Sir Tun. This is he, my Lord, how do you like ham? 
Is not he a pretty Fellow to get a Fortune ? 

Young Faſo, 1 find by his Dreſs, he thought your 
Daughter might be taken with a Bean. 

5 7. O Gemini! Is this a Beau? let me ſee him 
again——ha! J find a Beau is no ſuch ugly thing 
neither, h * | 

Young Faſh. V'gad, ſhe Il be in love with him preſently; 
Pl —— have him ſent away to Gaol, [To 124 Pop. 
Sir, tho* your Undertaking ſhews you are a Perſon 
no extraordinary Modeſty, I ſuppoſe you han't Conſi- 
dence enough to expect much Favour me. 

Lord Fop. Strike me dumb, Tam, thou art a very 
unpudent Fellow. 


1 ; Nurſe. 
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Nurse. Look if the Varlet has not the Frontery to eall 
kis Lordſhip plain Thomas. 

Bull. The buſineſs is, he wou'd feign himſelf mad, 
to avoid going to Gaol, 

Lord Fep. [afide.) That muſt be the Chaplain, 8 his 
unfolding, of Myſteries. 

Sir Tux, Come, is the Warrant writ ? | 

Cler. Yes, Sir. 5 

Sir Tun. Give me the Pen, P11 ſign. it=—S0 ROW s 
- Conſtable, away with him. 

Lord Fep. Hold one Moment——Pray, Gentlemen; 
my Lord Foppingion, ſnall I beg one Word wich your. 


Lordſhip ? 
Nur/e, ©, ho, it's my 1 with him. 1 now ; ſee how 
Afflictions will humble Folks. 


i. Pray, my Lord, don't let him. fore too 
cloſe, leſt he bite your Ear off. 

_ Lord Fop. 4 am not altogether. ſo hungry, your 
Ladyſhip is pleaſed to imagine. [To Young Faſh.] Look 
you, Tam, I am ſenſible I have not been ſo kind to you 
as I ought, but 1 hope you'll forget what's paſt, and 
accept of the five thouſand Pounds I offer ; thou may 
live in extreme Splendor with it; ſtap my Vitals. 

. Young Fab. It's a much eaſier matter to prevent a 
Diſeaſe than to cure it; a quarter of that Sum would 
have ſecur d . 'Miltreſs; twice.as much won't redeem 
lern [ Leaving him, 

Sir Tux. Well, * ſays he ? 

82 ung Faſp, Only the Raſcal offer*d me a Pribe to let 

m go. 

Su ©, un. Ay, he ſhall go, with a Pox to him: Lead 
on, Conſtable, i 

Tord Fop. One word more, and I've done. 

Sir Tun. Before Gad; thou art an impudent Fellow, 
to trouble the Court at this rate, after thou, art con- 
demned; but ſpeak once for all. 

Lord Fab. Why then once for all; I have at laſt 
luckily call'd to mind, chat there is a Gentleman of this 
Country, who I believe cannot live far from this place, 


if he were here, would ſatisfy you, I am Nawvelty,, 
Baron 
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Baron of Foppington, with five thouſand Pounds a-years 
and that Fellow there a Raſcal, not worth a Groat. 

Sir Tun. Very well; now who is this honeſt Gentle 
man you are ſo well acquainted with. [To Voung Fa ach. ] 
Come, Sir, we ſhall hamper him. 

Lord Fop. * Tis Sir 7% Friendly. 

Sir Tu. So, he lives within half a Mile, and came 
down into the Country but laſt Night; this bold-fac'd 
Fellow thought he had been at Zenden fill, and fo 

noted him; now we ſhall diſplay him in his Colours: 
PH ſend for Sir Jobn immediately. Here, Fellow, a- 
way preſently, and deſire my Neighbour hell do- me 
the favour to ſtep over, upon an extraordinary Occa- 
ſion ; and in the mean while you had beſt ſecure th: 's 
Sharper in the Gate- Houſe, 

Cenſt. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, he may chance to 
give us the Slip thence: If I were worthy to adviſe, I 
think the Dog-kennel's a ſurer Place. 1 

Sir Tu. With all my heart, any where. 

Lerd Fop, Nay, for Heaven's ſa e, Sir, do me the fa 
vour to put me in a clean Room, that I mayn't daub' 
my Clothes. 

Sir Twn, O when you have married my Daughter, her 
Eſtate will afford. you new ones: Away with him, 

Lord Fab. A dirty Country Juſtice is a barbarous Ma- 
giſtrate, ſtap my Vitals 

[ Exit Conſtable ævith Lord Forplhown! 
Young Fajp. fi gad I muſt prevent this Knight's 
cbmin 85 or the Houſe will grow ſoon too hot to hold me. 

J Sir Tun.] Sir, 1 fancy 'tis not worth while to trou- 
ble Sir John upon this impertinent Fellow's Deſire: III 
ſend and call the Meſſenger back—— - | 

Sir Tun. Nay, with all my heart; for to be ſure be 
thought he was far enough off, or the Rogue wou'd ne- 
ver Lave nam'd him. | 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, I met Sir John Juſt Iightmg at the Gate 5 


he's come to wait upon you. 
S Tun. Nay, then it happens as one Con wild. 


E 5 Young Fk 


82 The RzxLAPSE; er, 


Young Faſp. [aſide.] The Devil it does you ſee 
how thin are, — l be a Diſcovery 223 and 
we ſhall have our Brains beat out: For my Brother will 
be fre to ſwear he don't know me: Therefore run into 
the Stable, take the two firſt Horſes you can light on, I'11 
lip out at the Back-Door, and we'll away immediately. 

Lo. What, and leave your Lady, Sir ? 

Young Faßb. There's no Danger in that, as long as I 
have taken poſſeſſion; I ſhall know how to treat with 
them well enough, if once I am out of their reach. 
Away, I'll teal after thee. [Exit Lory, his Mafter follows 

him out at one Door, as Sir John enters at Fotber. 


Enter Sir John . 


Sir Tun. Sir John, you are the welcom'ſ Man alive; 
I bad juſt ſeat a Meſſenger to deſire you'd ſtep over, up- 
— a very extraordinary Occaſion — we are all in Arms 
re. | 
Sir Jobn. How ſo? | 
Sir Tun. Why, you muſt know—--a finical ſort of a 
tawdry Fellow here (| don't know who the Devil he is, 
not J) hearing, | ſuppoſe, that the Match was concluded 
between my Lord F oppington and my Girl Heyden, comes 
impudently to the Gate, and with a whole Pack of 
Rogues in Liveries, wou'd have paſs'd upon me for his 
Lordſhip : But what does I? I comes up to him boldly 
at the Head of his Guards, takes him by the Throat, 
firikgs up his Heels, binds him Hand and Foot,diſpatches 
a Warrant, and commits him Priſoner tothe Dog-kennel, 
Sir John, So, but how do you know but this was my 
Lord? for I was told he ſet out from London the Day be- 
fore me, with a very fine Retinue, and intended to come 
directly hither. f 
Sir Tun. Why now to ſhew you how many Lies Peo- 
50 raiſe in that damn'd Town, he came two Nights ago 
oft, with only one Servant, and is now in the Houſe 
with me: But you don't know the Cream of the jeſt yet; 
this ſame Rogue, (that lies yonder Neck and Heels 
among the Hounds) thinking you were out of the Coun- 
try, quotes you for his Acquaintance, and ſaid, if you 
N were 
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were here, you'd juſtify him to be Lord Foppington, and 
I know not what. 

Sir Fobn. Pray will you let me ſee him ? | 

Sir Tun. Ay, that you ſhall preſently——here, fetch 
the Priſoner. [ Exit Servant. 

Sir John. I wiſh there ben't ſome Miſtake in the Bu- 
neſs, where's my Lord? I know him very well. 

Sir Tun. He was here juſt now ; ſee for him, Doctor, 
tell him Sir John is here to wait upon him. [ Ex. CBHaplain. 

Sir John. I hope, Sir Tunbelly, the young Lady is not 
married yet. . 

Sir Tun. No, things won't be ready this Week; but 
why do you ſay, you hope ſhe is not married? 

ir John, Some fooliſh Fancies only, perhaps I'm 
miſtaken. | | 185 
| Re-enter Chaplain. 

Bull. Sir, his Lordſhip is juſt rid out to take the Air. 

Sir Tun. To take the Air! Is that his London Breeding, 
to go to take the Air, when Gentlemen come to viſit him? 

Sir John. Tis poſſible he might want it, he might not 
be well, ſome ſudden Qualm perhaps, | 


Enter Conſtable, &c. with Lord Foppington. 

Lord Fop. Stap my Vitals, I'll have Satisfaction. 

Sir John. [running to him.] My dear Lord Foppington! 

Lord Fop. Dear Friend] , thou art come in the critical 
Minute, ſtrike me dumb. 

n Sir John. Why, I little thought to have found you in 

etters. , 

Lord Fop. Why truly the World muſt do me the juſ- 
tice to confeſs, I do aſe to appear a little more degage : 
But this old Gentleman, not liking the Freedom of my 
22 been pleaſed to ſkewer down my Arms like a 

abbit. wth s 

Sir Tun. Is it then poſſible that this ſhou'd be the true 
Lord Foppington at laſt ? | a4 

Lord Fop. Why what do you ſee in his Face to make 
you doubt of it ? Sir, without preſuming to have any ex- 
traordinary Opinion of my Figure, give me leave to tell 

E 6 you, 
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you, if you had ſeen as many Lords as I have done, you 
would not think it impoſſible a Perſon of a worſe T aille 
than mine, might be a modern Man of Quality, _ 
Sir Tun. Unbind him, Slaves: my Lord, I'm ſtruck 
dumb, I can only beg Pardon by Signs; but if a Sacri- 
ſice will appeaſe you, you ſhall have it. Here, purſue 
this Tartar, bring him back Away, | ſay, a Dog, 
QOons—— Il cut off his Ears and his Tail, I'll draw 
out all his Teeth, pull his ſkin over his Head 
and - what ſhall I do more? | 5 
Sir John. He does indeed deſerve to be made an Ex- 
Lord Fep. He does deſerve to be chartr?, ſtap my Vitals. 
Sir Tus. May I then hope I have your Honour's Pardon? 
Lord Fop.” Sir, we Courtiers do nothing without: a 
Bribe; that fair young Lady might do Miracles, 
Sir Tun. Heyden, come hither, Heyden. a ke 
Tord Fop. Heyden is her Name, Sir? 
ere, i LT IO i 
Tord Fop. The prettieſt Name for a Song 1 ever heard. 
Sir Tun. My Lord —— here's my Girl, ſhe's yours, ſhe 
has a wholeſome Body, and virtuous Mind; ſhe's a 
Woman complete, both in Fleſh and in Spirit; ſhe. has 
a Bag of milFd Crowns, as ſcarce as they are, and fifteen 
hundred a-year ſtitch'd faſt to her Tail: ſo go thy ways, 
Heyden. | 17 8 x 1 a1 7 , 
Lerd Eep. Sir, I do receive her like a Gentleman. 
Sir Tun. Then I'm a happy Man, 1 bleſs Heaven, and 
if your Londfhip will give me leave, I will, like a good 
Chriſtian at Crimes, be very drunk by way of Thankſ- 
giving. Come, my noble Peer, I: believe-Dinner's rea- 
dy; if your Honour pleaſes to follow me, I'll lead. you, 
on to the Attack of a Veniſon Paſty. [Exit Sir. Tun. 
Lord Feb. Sir, I wait upon you; Will your Lady ſtip 
do me the favour of your little Finger, Madam: 
- Mifi: My Lord, III follom you preſently. I have a 
Nrtle Buſineis with my Nurſe. 85 5 
Lord Hop. Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant; 
come, Sir Fohn, the Ladies have des Afaires., : 
| TR [Exeunt Lord Fop.. and Sir John. 


* 
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Mi. So, Nurſe, we are finely brought to bed! What 
ſhall we do no-? 

Nurse. Ah, dear Miſs, we are all undoße Mr. Bull, 
you were us d to help a Woman to a Remedy. [ Crying. 

Bull, A lack a- day, but it's paſt my Skill now, 1 can 
do 2 | 

Nurſe. Who wou'd have thought that ever your In- 
vention ſhou'd have been drain'd to dry? 

Miſs. Well, [ have often thought old Folks Fools, and 
now I'm ſure they are lo ; 3 I have found a way 5 
to ſecure us all. 

Nurſe, Dear Lady, what's that? 

Mi/s, Why, if you two will be ſure to hold your 
Tongues, and not ſay a word of what's paſt, Pl e'en 
marry this Lord too. | 

Nurſe. What! two Huſbands, my Dear? 

Miſi. Why you had three, good Nurſe, you my hold 
your Tongue. | 

Nurſe. Ay, but not all together; ſweet Child. 

Miſs, Pſha, if you had, you'd ne'er + thought much 
on't. -* 

Nurſe. O but 'tis a Sin—Sweeting. 

Bull. Nay, that's my buſineſs to ſpeak to, Nurſe :: 1 
do confeſs, to take two Huſbands for the Satisfaction of 
the Fleſh, is to commit the Sin of Exorhitancy; but to- 
do it for the Peace of the Spirit, is no more than to be 
drunk by way of Phyſick: Beſides, to prevent a Parent's, 
Wrath, is to avoid the Sin of Diſobedience; for when 
the Parent's angry the Child is froward. -. So that upon 
the whole Matter, I do think, tho? Miſs ſhou'd marry! 
again, ſhe may be ſav'd. 

Mijs, I-cod, and I will marry again then, and ſo there. 
is an end of the Story. 1 [Exzant. 


F 
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ACT V. SCENE London. 


Enter Coupler, Young Faſhion, and Lory. 


Coup. W ELL, and ſo Sir Jobn coming in — 
Young Faſh. And ſo Sir Jobs coming in, 
I thought it might be Manners in me to go out, which 1 
did, and getting on Horſeback as faſt as I cou'd, rid 
away as if the Devil had been at the Rear of me ; what 
has happen'd ſince, Heav'n knows. 3 
Coup. T'gad, Sirrah, I know as well as Heaven. 
Young Faſb. What do you know ? 
Coup. I hat you are a Cuckold. 
Young Faſh, The Devil I am ! By who? 
Coup. By your Brother. 
Young Faß. My Brother! which way? 5 
Coup. The old way, he has lain with your Wife. 
Young Faſb. Hell and Furies, what doſt thou mean 
Coup. I mean plainly, I ſpeak no Parable. 
Young Faſh. Plainly | Thou doſt not ſpeak common 
Senſe, 1 cannot underſtand one Word thou ſayſt. | 
Coup. You will do ſoon, Younger. In ſhort, you left 
your Wife a Widow, and ſhe married again, | | 
Young Faſp. It's a Lye. | 
Coup. Pcod, 1fI were a young Fellow, I'd 
break your Head, Sirrah. 
Young Faſb. Dear Dad, don't be angry, for I'm as mad 
as Tom of Bedlam. | 
Coup. When I had fitted you with a Wife, you ſhou'd 
have kept her. 4 5 
Tang Fab. But is it poſſible the young Strum 
80 oy ſuch a Trick 5 N * 
Coup, A young Strumpet, 8ir can play twenty 
Tricks. ' 
. Young Faſh. But pr'ythee inſtruct me a little farther ; 
whence comes thy Intelligence ! 


C oup. 
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Coup. From your Brother, in this Letter; there, you 
may read it, [Young Faſhion reads. 


Dear Coupler 5 


Pulling off 4 Hawe only time to tell thee in three Lines, 
his Hat, or thereabouts, that here has been the De- 
vi! That Raſcal Tam, having /tele the Letter thou hadſt 
formerly writ for me to bring to Sir Tunbelly, form'd a 
damnable Defign upon my Miſtreſs, and was in a fair way 
7. Succeſs when I arriv'd. But after having ſuffer'd ſome + 
ndignities (in which I have all daub d my embroider d Coat) 
1 put him to flight. I ſent out a Party of Horſe after him, 
in hopes to hade made him my Priſoner, which if 1 had done, 
I would have qualified him for the Seraglio, ſtap my Vitals, 
The Danger I have thus narrowly ſcap d, has made me 
fortify myſelf againſt further Attempts, by entering immedi. 
ately into an Aſſociation with the young Lady, by which we 
engage to land by one another, as long as we both ſhall 
live. In ſhort, the Papers are ſeal d, and the Contra#is fign'd, 
fo the Buſineſs of the Lawyer is acheve ; but 1 defer the di- 
vine part of the thing till I arrive at London, not being 
avilling to conſummate in any other Bed but my own, 


Poſtſcript, "AY 
Tit poſſible I may be in the T awn as ſoon as this Letter ; 
for 1 find the Lady is fo wiolently in love with me, I have 
determin'd to make ber happy with all the Diſpatch that is 
practicable, without diſardering my Coach Har ſes, 


So, here's rare Work, I' faith! 

Lo. T'gad, Miſs Heyden has laid about her bravely, 

Coup. | think my Country-Girl has play'd her part, as 
ed as if ſhe had been born and bred in St. James's Pa- 
riſh. 

Young Faſp. That Rogue the Chaplain. 

Lo. And then that Jade the Nurſe, Sir. 

' Young Faſh. And then that drunken Sot, Lory, Sir; 
that cou'd not keep himſelf ſober to be a Witneſs to the 
Marriage. 1 

0. 


* 
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Eo. Si. with reſpet——T know very few drunken 
Sots that do keep themſelves ſober. 
Yeung Faſh. Hold your prating, Sirrah, or I'll break 
your Head; dear Coupler, what's to be done? 12 ooh 
Ceup. Nothing's to be done till the Bride and Bride- 
groom come to Town. 
Dung Faſh. Bride and Bridegroom ! Death and Fu- 
' ries! I can't bear that thou ſnouldſt call them ſo. 
Coup. Why, what ſhall I call them, Dog and Cat ? 
Yeung Faſh, Not for the World, that ſounds more 
like Man and Wife than t'other. __ 1 
Coup. Well, if you'll hear of them in no Language, 
we'll leave them for the Nurſe and the Chaplain. 
* Young Fafb. The Devil and the Witch. 
Coup. When they come to Town 
Lo. We ſhall have ſtormy Weather. 
Cenp. Will you hold your tongues, Gentlemen, or not? 
Lo. Mum, „ | 
Coup. I ſay when they come, we muſt find what Stuff 
they are made of, whether the Churchman be chiefly 
compos'd of the Fleſh, or the Spirit ; I preſume the for- 
mer —— For as Chaplains now go, tis probable he 
eats three Pound of Beef to the reading one Chap- 
ter—— This gives him carnal Deſires, he wants Money, 
Preferment, Wine, a Whore; therefore we mult invite 
him to Supper, give him fat Capons, Sack and Sugar, a. 
Purſe of Gold, and a Plump Sifter, Let this be done, and 
1'1l warrant thee, my Bey, he ſpeaks Truth like an Oracle. 
Teung Faſh. Thou art a profound Stateſman, I allow 
it; but how ſhall we gain the Nurſe ? * 
Coup. O. never fear the Nurſe, if once you have got 
the Prieſt, far the Devil always rides the Hag. Well, 
there's nothing more to be ſaid of the Matter at this. 
time, that I know of; ſo let us go and enquire, if there's 
any News of our People yet, perhaps they may be come. 
But let me tell you one thing by the way, Sirrah, I doubt 
you. have been an idle Fellow ; if thou hadſt behav'd 
thyſelf as thou ſhoud'ſt have done, the Girl wou'd never, 
bave left thee, [Excunt.. 
SCENE 


= 
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8 C E N E, Berinthia's Apartment. 


Enter her Maid, pa/fug the Stage, follow'd by Worthy. 


Nor. E M. Mrs. Abigail, is your Miftreſs to be 
ſpoken with)? 
4b, By you, Sir, I believe ſhe may. 
Mor. Why * tis by me I wou'd have her ſpoken with. 
Ab. il acquaint her, Sir. L Ab. 


Worthy ſolus. 


One Lift more I mult perſuade her to give me, bod 
then I'm mounted. Well, a young Bawd, and a hand- 
ſome one for my Money, *tis they do the Execution; In, 
never go to an old one, but when I have occaſion for a 
Witch. Leweneſs looks heavenly to a Woman, when an 
Angel 8 its Cauſe; but when a Hag is Advocate, 
ſhe thinks it comes from the Devil. An old Woman 
has ſomething ſo terrible in her Looks, that whilſt the 
is perſuading your Miſtreſs to forget ſhe has a Soul, ſhe 
flares Hell and Damnation full in her Face, 


Enter Berinthia. 


Ber. Well, Sir, what News bring you ? | 
Wer. No News, Madam, there's a Woman going 10 
cuckold her Huſband. 
Ber. Amanda? 
or. I hope fo. 
Ber. Speed her well. 
Mor. Ay, but there muſt be a more than a God- f 55. 
or your Charity won't be worth a Farthing. 
Ber. Why, han't I done enough already ? 
Mor. Not quite, 
Ber. What's the matter? 
War. The Lady has a Scruple ſtill which you muſt 3 re» 
move. 
Ber. What's that? 
Vor. Her Virtue— = ſhe ſays. 
Ber. And do you believe her? 


ure 
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Wor. No, but I believe it's what ſhe takes for her Vir- 
tue ; it's ſome Relicks of lawful Love.: ſhe is not yet 
fully ſatisfy'd her Huſband has got another Miſtreſs, 
which unleſs I can convince her of, I have-opened the 
Trenches in vain ; for the Breach muſt be wider, before 
I dare ſtorm the Town. | 

Ber. And ſo I'm to be your Engineer 
Wer. I'm ſure you know beſt how to manage the 


Ber. What think you of ſpringing a Mine ? I have a 
Thought juſt now come into my Head, how to blow her 
up at once. 

Wor. That would be a Thought, indeed! 

Ber. Faith, P11 do't, and thus the Execution of it 
ſhall be. We are all invited to my Lord Foppingron's to- 
night to Supper, he's come to 'Town with his Bride, and 
maketh a Ball, with an Entertainment of Muiick. Now 
you muſt know, my Undoer here, Loveleſs, ſays he muſt 
needs meet me about ſome private Buſineſs (I don't 
know what *tis) before we go to the Company. To 
which end he has told his Wife one Lye, and I have 
told her another. But to make her amends, I'll go im- 
mediately, and tell her a ſolemn Truth. 

Wor. What's that? | | 
Ber. Why, Ul tell her, that to my certain Knowled 
ber Huſband has a Rendezvous with his Miſtreſs this Af- 
ternoon ; and that if ſhe'll give me her Word, ſhe will 
be fſatisfy'd with the Diſcovery, without making any 
violent Inquiry after the Woman, I'll direct her to a 
Place where ſhe ſhall ſee them meet. — Now, Friend, this 

fancy may help you to a critical Minute. For home 
. ſhe muſt go again to dreſs. You, with your good-breed- 
ing,come to wait upon us to the Ball, tind her all alone, 
her Spirit enflam'd againſt her Huſband for his Treaſon, 
and her Fleſh in a Heat from ſome Contemplations upon 
the Treachery, her Blood on a Fire, her Conſcience in 
ice; a Lover to draw, and the Devil to drive —— Ah, 
r Amanda . | . 
Wer. | kneeling] Thou Angel of Light, let me 


down and adore thee ! 
s Bar * 
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Ber. Thou Miniſter of Darkneſs, get up again, for I 
hate to ſee the Devil at his Devotions. 

Mor. Well, my incomparable Berinthia How 
ſhall I requite you | : 

Ber. O ne'er trouble yourſelf about that: Virtue is its 
own Reward : There's a Pleaſure in doing good, which 
ſuſſiciently pays itſelf. Adieu. 

Mor. Farewel, thou beſt of Women. | 
[ Exeunt ſeveral ways. 
Enter Amanda, meeting Berinthia. 


Aman. Who was that went from you? 

Ber. A Friend of yours, 

Aman. What does he want? 

Ber. Something you might ſpare him, and be ne'er 
the poorer. | RA 

Aman. I can ſpare him nothing but my Friendſtup 
my Love already's all diſpos'd of: Tho', I confeſs, to one 
ungrateful to my Bounty, 

Ber. Why there's the Myſtery | You have been ſo 
bountiful, you have cloy'd him, Fond Wives do by their 
Huſbands, as barren Wives do by their Lap-Degs; cram 
them with Sweetmeats till they ſpoil their Stomachs. 

Aman. Alas | Had you but ſeen how paſſionately fond 
he has been ſince our laſt Reconciliation, you wou'd have 
thought it were impoſlible he ever ſhould have breath'd 
an Hour without me. | 

Ber. Ay but there you thought wrong again, Amanda 
you ſhou'd conſider, that in Matters of Love Men's Eyes 
are always bigger than their Bellies. They have violent 
Appetites, tis true, but they have ſoon din'd. | 

Aman. Well ; there's nothing upon Earth aſtoniſhes 
me more than Men's Inconſtancy, 

Ber. Now there's nothing upon Earth aſtoniſhes me leſs, 
when I conſider what they and we are compos'd of. For 
Nature has made them Children, and us Babies. Now, 
Amanda, how we us'd our Babies, you may remember. 
We were mad to have them, as ſoon as we ſaw them ; 
kiſs'd them to pieces, as ſoon as we got them; _ 

pull's 


- 
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pull'd off their Clothes, ſaw them naked, and fo threw 
them away. 
Aman. But do you think all Men are of this Temper ? 
Ber. All but one. 
Aman. Who's that? | 
Ber. Worthy. FIVE | 
Aman. Why, he's weary of his Wife too, you ſees 
Ber. Ay, that's no Proof, 
Aman. What can be a greater? 
Ber. Being weary of his Miſtreſs. 
Aman. Don't you think 'twere poſſible he might give 
you that too? ? 
Ber. Perhaps he might, if he were my Gallant ; not 
if he were your's. 15 
Annan. Why do you think he ſhou'd be more conſtant 
to me, than he wou'd to you ? l'm ſure I'm not ſo hand- 
ſome. | 
Ber. Kiſſing goes by Favour ; be likes you beſt. 
Aman. Suppoſe he does; That's no Demonſtration he 


wou'd be conſtant to me. | 


Ber. No, that I'll grant you: But there are other Rea- 
ſons to expect it; for you muſt know after all, Amanda, 
the Inconſtancy we commonly ſee in Men of Brains, does 


not ſo much proceed from the Uncertainty of their Tem- 


per, as from the Misfortunes of their Love. A Man ſees, 


* 


rhaps, an hundred Women he likes well enough for an 


ntrigue, and away ; but poſſibly, thro' the whole Courſe 
of his Life, does not find above one, who is exactly what 
he could wiſh her: now her, *tis'a thouſand to one, he 
never gets. Either ſhe1s not to be had at all (tho? that 


ſeldom happens, you'll ſay) or he wants thoſe Opportu- 


nities that are neceſſary to gain her; either ſhe likes 
ſomebody elſe much better than him, or uſes him like a 


ſomething: or other Fate claps in the way between them 


Dog, becauſe he likes no body fo well as her, Still 


and the Woman chey are capable of being fond of. And 


this makes them wander about from Miſtreſs to Miſtreſs, 
like a Filgrim from Town to Town, who every Night 
muſt have a freſh lodging, and 's in haſte to be gone in 
the Morning. | 


Aman. 


VIX TVE i Danger. 93 


Aman. Tis poſſible there may be ſomething in what 
you ſay; but what do you infer from it, as to the Man 
we were talking of ?, | 2 

Ber. Why, I infer, that you being the Woman in the 
World the moſt to his Humour, tis not likely he would 
quit you for one that is leſs. | | 

Aman. That is not to be depended upon, for you ſee 
Mr. Leweleſs does ſo, Fa Cp: 

Ber. What does Mr. Lowele/s do? . 

Aman. Why, he: runs after ſomething for Variety, 
I'm ſure he does not like ſo well as he does me. 

Ber. "That's more than you know, Madam, 

Aman, No, I'm ſure on't: I am not very vain, Be- 
rinthia ; and yet I'll lay my Life, if I could look into 
his Heart, he thinks I deſerve to be prefer'd to a thou- 
ſand of her. | | | 

Ber. Don't be too poſitive in that neither: A Million 
to one, but ſhe has the ſame Opinion of you. What 
wou'd you give to ſee her? | 

Aman. Hang her, dirty Trull ; tho' J really believe 
ſhe's ſo ugly, ſhe'd cure me of my. Jealouſy. - 

Ber. All the Men of Senſe about Town ſay ſhe's 
handſome. 

Aman. They are as often out in thoſe things as any 
People. | 

Ber. Then I'll give you further Proof—— all the Wo- 
men about Town ſay, ſhe's a Fool: Now I hope you 
are convinc'd ? — 
Aman. Whate'er ſhe be, I'm ſatisfy'd he does not like 
her well enough to beſtow any thing more than a little 
outward Gallantry upon her. h 

Ber. Outward Gallantry ! [Ala] I can't bear this, 
[To Aman. ] Don't you think ſhe's a Woman to be 
fobb'd off ſo. Come, I'm too much your Friend, to ſuf- 
fer you ſhould be thus groſly impos'd upon, by a Man 
who does not deſerve the leaſt part about you, unleſs he 
knew how to ſet a greater Value upon it. Therefore in 
one word, to my certain knowledge, he is to meet her 
now, within a quarter of an Hour, ſomewhere about that 
Babylon of Wickedneſs, Fhitchall, And if you'll give 

| me 
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ny your Word that you'll be content with ſeeing her 
'd in his Hand, without pulling her Headclothes 
off, I'll ſtep immediately to the Perſon, from whom 1 
have my Intelligence, and ſend you word whereabouts 
you may ſtand to ſee em meet. My Friend and I'll 
watch em from another place, and dodge em to their 
private Lodging: But don't you offer to follow / em, leſt 
you do it awkwardly, and ſpoil all. I'll come home to 
you again, as ſoon as I have earth'd em, and give 
you an account in what corner of the Houſe the Scene 
of their Lewdneſs lies. | | 

Aman. If you can do this, Berizthia, he's a Villain. 

Bey. I can't help that, Men will be ſo. 

Aman. Well! III follow your Directions; for I ſhall 
never reſt till I know the worſt of this matter. 

Ber. Pray, go immediately, and get yourſelf ready 
then. Pot on ſome of your Woman's Clothes, a great 
Scarf and a Maſk, and you ſhall preſently receive Or- 
ders. [ alli within ] Here, who's there? get me a Chair 

uickly. 
1 4 There are Chairs at the Door, Madam. 
Zier. Tis well, Pm coming. 5 

Aman. But pray, Berinthia, before you 80. tell me 
how I may know this filthy Thing, if ſhe thould be ſs 
forward (as I ſuppoſe ſhe will) to come to the Rendezvous 
firſt ; for, methinks, I would fain view her a little, 

Ber. Why, ſhe's about my heighth; and very well 
ſhap'd. | 

. I thought ſhe had been a little crooked ? 

Ber. O no, ſhe's as ſtraight as I am. But we loſe 


time, come away. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Young Faſhion, meeting Lory. 


Young Faſh. Well, will the Doctor come? 

Lo. ie, [ ſent a Porter to him as you order'd me. 
He found him with a Pipe of Tobacco and a great 
Tankard of Ale, which he ſaid he wou'd diſpatch while 
I covu'd tell three, and be here. 

Young Faſb. He does not ſuſpect twas I thatſent for m__ 

0, 
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Lo. Not a Jot, Sir, he divines as little for himſelf, ag 


he does for other Folks. | 
Young Faſb. Will he bring Nurſe with him? 
Lo. Yes. 
Young Faſb. That's well; where's Coupler ? 
Lo. He's half way up the Stairs taking Breath ; he 
mult play his Bellows a little, before he can get tothe top. 


Enter Coupler. 


Young Faſh. O here he is. Well, old Phthiſick, the 
Doctor's coming. t 1 

Coup. Would the Pox had the Doctor =—T'm quite 
out of Wind [To Lo.] Set me a Chair, Sirrah. Ah 
ts down] [To Young Faſh.) Why the Plague can'R not 
thou lodge upon the Ground-Floor ? | 

Young Faſh, Becauſe I love to lie as near Heaven as I 
can. 

Coup. Pr'ythee let Heaven alone; ne'er affect tending 
that way: Thy Center's downwards. 

Young Faſb. That's impoſſible. I have too much ill 
Luck in this World, to be damn'd in the next. 

Coup. Thou art out in thy Logick. Thy Major is 
true, but thy Minor is falſe; for thou art the luckieſt 
Fellow in the Univerſe. | 

Young Faßb. Make out that. 

Coup. VII do't: Laſt Night the Devil ran away with 
the Parſon of Fargooſe Living. | 
Young Faßb. If he had run away with the Pariſh too, 

what's that to me ? | 

Coup. I'll tell thee what it's to thee, This Living is 
worth five hundred Pound a-year, and the Preſentation 
of it is thine, if thou can'ſ prove thyſelf a lawful Huſ- 
band to Miſs Heyden. l 

Young Faſb. day' it thou ſo, my Protector! then I' gad 
I ſhall have a Brace of Evidences here preſently, 

Coup, The Nurſe and the Doctor? 

Young Faſh. The fame: The Devil himſelf won't 
have Intereſt enough to make them withſtand it, 

Coup, That we thall ſee preſently ; Here they come. 


Enter 
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Enter Nurſe and Ln , they Hart back, ſeeing Young 
1 ion. | 

Nurſe, Ah Goodneſs, Roger, we are betray d. 

Young Faſo. [laying hold on them.] Nay, nay, ne'er 
flinch for the matter; for I have you ſafe. Come to 
your Trials immediately; I have no time to give you 
Copies of your Indictment. There fits your Judge;—. 

Both kneeling. Pray, Sir, have Compaſſion on us. 

- [Nar/e. J hope, Sir, my Years will move your Pity ; 
I am an aged Woman, 5 Y 
Coup. That is a moving Argument, indeed! 
Coup. [To Bull.] Are not you a rogue of Sanctity? 
Bull. Sir, with reſpe& to my Function, I do wear a 
Gown. I hope, Sir, my Character will be conſider'd ; 
I am Heaven's Ambaſlador. „i pie 

Coup. Did not you marry this vigorous young Fellow 
to a plump young buxom Wench ? | 

Nurſe. Ito Bull.] Don't confeſs, Roger, unleſs you are 
hard put to it, indeed ? l 
Coup. Come, out with't Now is he chewing the Cud 

of his Roguery, and grinding a Lye between his Teeth. 
. + Ball. Sir, cannot poſitively ſay——1I ſay, 
Sir = —poſitively I cannot fay— 

Coup, Come, no Equivocation, no Roman Turns up- 
on us. Conſider thou ſtand'ſt upon Proteſtant Ground, 
which will ſlip from under.thee like a Tyburn Car ; for 
in this Country we have always ten Hangmen for one 

eſuit. 1 41 | 
; Bull. [to Young Faſp.) Pray, Sir, then will you but 
permit me to ſpeak one word in private with Nurſe ? 
Tung Fajh. Thou art always for doing ſomething in 
private with Nurſe. | 

Ceup. But pray let his Betters be ſerv'd before him 
for once. I would do ſomething in private with her 
myſelf; Lory, take care of this Reverend Gownman in 
the next Room a little. Retire, Prieſt, [ Exit Lo. wvith 
Bull. — Now, Virgin, I muſt put the matter home to 
you a little: Do you think it might not be poſſible to 
make you ſpeak Truth ? | 
= : Nurſe. 
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Nurſe. Alas! Sir, I don't know what you mean by 
Truth, | n 

Coup. Nay,'tis poſſible thou may*ſt be a Stranger to it. 

Young Faſb. Come, Nurſe, you and I were better 
Friends when we ſaw one another laſt; and I ſtill believe 
you are a very good Woman in the bottom. I did de- 
ceive you and your young Lady, *tis true, but I always 
deſign'd to make a very good Huſband to her, and to be 
a very good Friend to you. And ' tis poſſible in the end, 
the might have found herſelf happier ahd you richer, than 
cver my Brother will make you. c 15549 

Nur/e, Brother! Why is your Worſhip then his Lord- 
ſhip's Brother ! . a 

Young Faſb. I am; which you ſhould have known, if 
1 durſt have ſtaid to have told you; but I was forc'd to 
take Horſe a little in haſte, you know. be 

Nurſe. You were, indeed, Sir: poor young Man, how 
he was bound to ſcaure for't. Now won't your Worſhip 
be angry, if I confeſs the Truth to you; when I found 
you were a Cheat (with reſpe& be it ſpoken) I verily be- 
liev'd Miſs had got ſome pitiful Skip-Jack Varlet or 
other to her Huſband, or I had ne'er let her think of 
marrying again. 

Coup. But where was your Conſcience all this while, 
Woman? Did not that ſtare you in the Face with huge 
Saucer-eyes, and a great Horn upon the Forehead? Did 
not you think you ſhould be damn'd for ſuch a Sin ? 
Ha | 

Young Faſb. Well ſaid, Divinity, preſs that home upon 
her, | 

Nurſe. Why, in good truly, Sir, I had ſome fearful - 
Thoughts on't, and cou'd never be brought to conſent, 
till Mr. Bull ſaid it was a Pectadilla, and he'd ſecure my 
Soul for a Tythe-Pig. | 

Young Faſb. There was a Rogue for you. 

Coup. And he ſhall thrive accordingly : He ſhall have 
a good Living. Come, honeſt Nur/e, I ſee you have 
Butter in your Compound ; . you can melt. Some Com- 
paſſion you can have of this handſome young Fellow. 


Vor. I. F Narſe, 
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Narfe. I have, indeed, Sir. | 

Yeung Faſh, Why, then, Þ'I1 tell you what you ſhall do 
for me. You know what a warm Living here is fallen; 
and that it muſt be in the Diſpoſal of him who has the 
Diſpoſal of Miſs. Now if you and the Doctor will agree 
to prove my Marriage, Þll preſent him to it, upon con- 
dition he makes you his Bride. 

Nurſe. Naw the Bleſſing of the Lord follow your 

od Worſhip both by Night and by Day ! Let him be 
ferch'-d in by the Ears; Il ſoon bring his Noſe to the 
Grindſtone. | 
Coup. [afide.) Well ſaid, old Whit-Leather, Hey; 

bring in the Prifoner there, 3 


Enter Lory «vith Bull. 


Coup. Come, advance, holy Man! Here's your Duck 

does not think fit to retire with you into the Chancel at 
this time; but ſhe has a Propoſal to make to you in the 
Face of tlie Congregation. Come, Aur/e, ſpeak for 
yourſelf; you are of Age. j1 30A 
Nurſe. Roger, are not you a wicked Man, Roger, to 
ſet your Strength againſt a weak Woman, and perſuade 
her it was no Sin to conceal Miſs's Nuptials ? My Con- 
ſcience flies in my Face for it, thoa Prielt of Baal; and 
1 find by woful Experience, thy Abſolution is not worth 
an old Caſſock: therefore J am reſolved to confeſs the 
Truth to the whole World, tho' I die a Beggar for it. 
But his Worſhip overflows with his Mercy, and his 

Bounty: He is not only pleas'd to forgive us our Sins, 
but deſigns thou ſha't ſquat thee down in Fat-gooſe Liv- 
ing; and, which is more than all, has prevail'd with me 
to become the Wife of thy Boſom. | 

Young Faſh. All this I intend for you, Doctor. What 
you are to do for me, I need not tell you. 

Bull. Your Worſhip's Goodneſs is unſpeakable: Yet 
there is one thing ſeems a Point of Conſcience ; and 
Conſcience is a tender Babe. If I ſhou'd bind myſelf, 
for the ſake of this Living, to marry Nur/e, and main- 
tain her afterwards, I doubt it might be look'd on as a 


kind of Simony. - 
a Coup. 


* 
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Cub. [rifine up.] If it were Sacrilege, the Living“ 
** [ tg pe] no more Words, — Doctor: Pat 
with the [giwing Nurſe zo bim.] Pariſh —-- here—--take - 
the Parſonage-houſe. Tis true, tis a little out of Re- 
pair; ſome Dilapidations there are to be made _ 
the Windows are broke, the Wainſeot is wow , the 
Ceilings are peel'd, and the Walls are crack'd ; but a 
little Glaſing, Painting, White-waſh, and Plaſter, will 
make it laſt thy time. 

Bull. Well, Sir, if it muſt be fo, I ſhan't contend : 
What Providence orders, I ſubmit to. | 

Nurſe. And ſo do I, with all Humility, 

Coup, Why, that now was ſpoke like good People. 
Come, my Turtle-Doves, let us go help this poor Pigeon 
to his wandering Mate again : and after Inſtitution and 
Induction, you ſhall all go a-cooing together. [Exermt, 


Enter Amanda, in a Scarf, &&. as juſt returned, her 
Woman following her, | 


Aman. Pr'ythee, what care I who has been here? 
 WVom. Madam, *twas my Lady Bridle, and my Lady 
Ti toes | 

3 My Lady Fidale, and my Lady Faddle, What 
doit ſtand troubling me with the Viſits of a parcel of 
impertinent Women? When they are well ſeam'd with 
the Small Pox, they won't be fo fond of ſhewing their 
Faces—--There are more Coquettes about this Ton 

Nom. Madam, I ſuppoſe, they only came to return 
vour Ladyſhip's Viſit, according to the Cuſtom of the 
World. | 

Aman. Wou'd the World were on Fire, and you in 
the middle ont! Be gone: leave me. [ Exit Nom. 


Amanda la. 


At laſt I am convinc'd. My Eyes are Teſtimonies of his 
Falfhood. . | 
The baſe, ungrateful, perjur'd Villain ——— 
Good Gods What ſlippery Stuff are Men compos'd of! 
Sure the Account of their Creation's falſe, | 
And *twas the Woman's Rib that they were form'd of. 
F.2 But 


— 
ö 
* 
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But why am I thus angry ? 
This poor Relapſe ſhou'd only move my Scorn. | 
- ?Tis true, the roving Flights of his unfiniſh'd Youth | 
Had ftrong Excuſes from the Plea of Nature: 
| Reaſon had thrown the Reins looſe on his Neck, 
And ſlipt him to unlimited Deſire, 
If theretore he went wrong, he had a Claim 
To my Forgiveneſs, and I did him right. 
But ſince the Years of Manhood rein Aim! in, 
And Reaſon, well digeſted into Thought, 
Has pointed out the Courſe he ought to run; 
If now he ſtrays, 
*Twou'd be as weak and mean in me to pardon, 
As it has been in him t' offend. But hold: 
Tis an ill Cauſe indeed, where nothing's to be ſaid for t. 
My Beauty poſſibly is in the Wain: 
Perhaps Sixteen has greater Charms for him: 
Yes, "ti 's the Secret, But let him know, 
My Quiver's nat entirely empty'd yet, 
I {ll have Darts, and I can ſhoot 'em too ; 
They're not ſo blunt, but they can enter ſtill; 
The Want's not in my Power, but in my Will. 
Virtue's his Friend; or, thro' another's Heart, 
I yet cou'd find the way to make his ſmart, 
[ Going off, ſhe meets Worthy. 
Ha! He here? Protect me, Heaven, for this loo 
ominous. - 
Vor. You ſeem diſorder'd, Madam; I hope there's 
no Misfortune happen'd to you ? 
Aman. None that will long diforder me, I hope, 
Wor. Whate'er it be diſturbs you, I wou'd to Heaven 
*twere in my Power to bear the Pain, till I were able to 
remove the Cauſe, 
Aman, I hope ere long it will 1 itſelf. At leaſt, 
have given it warning to be 
Wor. Wou'd I durſt aſk, W 'tis the Thorn tor- 
ments you ? | | | 
Forgive me, if I grow inquiſitive ; ; 
Tis only with deſire to give you Eaſe. 


Aman. Alas! tis in a tender Part. It can't be drawn 
without 
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without a World of Pain: Yet out it muſt; for it be- 
gins to feſter in my Heart. : | 

Wor. If 'tis the Sting of unrequited Love, rem ve it 
inſtantly : I have a Balm will quickly heal the Wound. 

Aman. You'll find the Undertaking difficult: The Sur- 
geon who already has attempted it, has much torment- 
ed me. 18 

Wor. I'll aid him with a gentler Hand—if you will 
give me leave. | | 

Aman. How ſoft ſoe'er the Hand may be, there ftill 
is Terror in the Operation. | 

Wor. Some few Preparatives would make it eaſy, 
could I perſuade you to apply em. Make Home Re- 
flections, Madam, on your ſhghted Love: Weigh well 
the Strength and Beauty of your Charms : Rouſe u 
that Spirit Women ought to bear, and flight your God, 
if he neglects his Angel. With Arms of Ice receive his 
cold Embraces, and keep your Fire for thoſe who come 
in Flames, Behold a burning Lover at your Feet, his 
Fever raging in his Veins. See how he trembles, how 
he pants ! See how he glows, how he conſumes! Ex- 
tend the Arms of Mercy to his Aid: his Zeal may give 
him Title to your Pity, altho* his Merit cannot claim 
your Love. | 3 

Aman. Of all my feeble Sex, ſure I muſt be the 
weakeſt,” ſhou'd I again preſume to think on Love. 
[ Sighing]— —— Alas! my Heart has been too roughly 
treated. 

Wor. *Twill find the greater Bliſs in ſofter Uſage. 

Aman. But where's that Uſage to be found ? 

Wor. Tis here, within this faithful Breaſt ; which if 
you doubt, Pl] rip it up before your Eyes; lay all its 
_ open to your View; and then you'll ſee *rwas 
ound. a 

Aman. With juſt ſuch honeſt Words as theſe, the worſt 
of Men deceiv'd me. 

Wor. He therefore merits all Revenge can do: his 
Fault is ſuch, the Extent and Stretch of Vengeance can- 
not reach it. O make me but your Inſtrument of Juſ- 

F 3 tice ; 
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tice; you'll find me execute it with ſuch Zeal, as ſhall 


convince you I abhor the Crime. 
Aman. The Rigour of an Executioner has more the 

Face of Cruelty. than Juſtice: And he who. puts the 

Cord about the Wretch's Neck, is ſeldom known to ex- 

ceed him in his Morals. 

Mor. What Proof then can I give you of my Truth? 
Aman. 'There is on Earth but one. 
Wor. And is that in my Power? 

' Amax. It is: And one that would: ſo thoroughly con- 
vince me, I ſhould be apt to rate your Heart ſo high, I 
poſſihly might purchaſe't.with a part of mine. . 

Mon. Then, Heav'n, thou art my Friend, and I am 
bleſt; for if tis in my Power, my Will Pm ſure will 

r it No matter what the Terms may be, when 

Necompence is offer d. O tell me quickly what 

this, Proof muſt bel What is it will convince you of my 

Love? g 

Aman. I ſhall believe you love me as you ought, if 
from, this Moment, you forbear to aſk. whatever is unfit 
| for. me to grant. You pauſe upon, it, Sir——L[ 
doubt on ſuch hard. Terms, a Woman's Heart 1s ſcarcely 

Worth the having. a j 

Wor. A Heart like yours, on any Terms is worth it; 

"twas not on that I pays'd: But I was thinking [drawing 

nearer. to her] whether ſome things there may not be, 

Which Women cannot grant without a Bluſh, and yet 

which Men may take without Offence. [Taking ber 

Hand. h Your Mandi b fancy may be of the Number: O 

pardon me, if I commit a Rape upon it, [4i/ing, it ca- 

geri) q: and thus devour ig with my; Kiſſes | 

Aman, O Heavens! let me. go, 

Hor. Neves, whallt I have Strength to hold you here. 

[ Forcing her to fit down on a Couch. |] My Life, my Soul, 

My} GO. -O forgive we | 

Aman. O ohithdy nes going? Help, Heaven, ov L 
am loſt. | . 

or. Stand neuter, Gods, this once I do invoke. you. 
Aman, Then, ſave me, Virtue, and the Glory's thine, 
Mor, Nay, never ſtrive. 


* wt - 


Aman. 
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Aman. I will; and conquer too. My Forces rally 
bravely to my Aid, [ breaking from him] and thus I gain 
the ra | 
War. Then mine as bravely double their Attack. 
[/eizing her again.) And thus I wreſt it from you. Nay, 
1 not; for all 's in vain: Or Death or victory; 
I am determin'd. 

Anas. And ſo am I. [ruſhing from him.] Now keep 
your diſtance, or we part for ever, | 

Wor. [Offering again.] For Heaven's ſake 

Aman, [Going] Nay then, farewel. 

Wor. ¶ kneeling and holding by her Clothes.) O ſtay, 
and ſee the Magick Force of Love: Behold this rag- 
ing Lion at your Feet, ſtruck dead with Fear, and tame 
2s Charms can make him. What muft I do to be for- 
given by you? | 

Amen. Repent, and never more offend. 

Wer. Rgpentance for paſt Crimes is juſt and eaſy ; 
but ſin no more s a 'Faſk too hard for Mortals. 

Aman, Yet thoſe who hope for Heaven, mutt uſe their 
beſt Endeavours to perform it. 

Hor. Endeavaurs we may uſe, but Fleſh and Blood 
are got in t'other Scale; and they are pond”rous things. 

Aman. Whate'er they are, there is a Weight in Reſo- 
lation ſufficient for their Balance. The Soul, do con- 
feſs, is uſually ſo careleſs of its Charge, ſo ſoft, and fo 
indulgent to Deſire, it leaves the Reins in the wild 
Hand of Nature, who, like a Phaeton, drives the fiery 
Chariot, and ſets the World on Flame. Yet ſtill the 
Sovereignty is in the Mind, whene'er it pleaſes to exert 
its Force, Perhaps you may not think it worth your 
while to take ſuch mighty pains for my Efteem ; but 
that I leave to you. | 


You ſee the Price I ſet upon my Heart; 
Perhaps *tis' dear: But ſpite of all your Art, £ 

1 find on cheaper Terms we ne'er ſhall part. 
[Exit Amanda. 


F 4 Why 
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Sure there's Divinity about her; and ſhe'as diſpens'd 
ſome portion on't to me. For what but now was the 
wild Flame of Love, or (to diſſect that ſpecious Term) 
the vile, the groſs Deſires of Fleſh and Blood, is in a 
Moment turn'd to Adoration. The coarſer Appetite of 
Nature's gone, and *tis, methinks, the Food of Angels 
T require: how long this Influence may laſt, Heaven 
knows. But in this Moment of my Purity, I cou'd on 
her own Terms accept her Heart. Yes, lovely Woman, 
I can accept it. For now 'tis doubly worth my Care. 
Your Charms are much increas'd, ſince thus adorn'd, 
When Truth's extorted from us, then we own tl. e Robe 
of Virtue is a graceful Habit. 

Cou'd Women but our ſecret Counſels ſcan, 

Cou'd they but reach the deep Reſcrves of Man, 
They'd wear it on, that That of Love might laſt ; 

For when they throw off one, we ſoon the other caſt, 
Their Sympathy is ſuch 

Ihe Fate of one, the other ſcarce can fly— 
They live together, and together die. (Exit. 
Enter Miſs and Nurſe, ; N 


Miß. But is it ſure and certain, ſa y you, he's my 
Lord's own Brother? _ 

Nurſe, As ſure, as he's your lawful Huſband, 
./. cod, if I had known that in time, I don't 
know but I might have kept him; For, between you 
and 1, Nurſe, he'd have made a Huſband worth two of 
this I have. But which do you think you ſhou'd fancy 
moſt, Nurſe? _. | | 

Nurje. Why, truly, in my poor fancy, Madam, your 
firſt Huſband 1s the prettier Gentleman. = 

M.. I don't ike my Lord's Shapes, Nurſe. 

Nur/e. Why in good truly, as a body may ſay, he is 
but a Slam, 8 5 

Mit. What do you think now he puts me in mind of? 
Don't you remember a long, looſe, ſnambling ſort of a 
Horſe my Father call'd Waſiy? 

4 | Nurſe. 
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Nurſe. As like as two Twin-Brothers. 

Miss. I'cod, I have thought ſo a hundred times: 
Faith, I'm tired of him. 

Nur/e. Indeed, Madam, I think you had e'en as 
ſtand to your firſt Bargain. | 

M/s. O but, Nurſe, we han't conſidered the main 
thing yet. If I leave my Lord, I muſt leave my Lady 
too: and when I rattle about the Streets in my Coach, 
they'll only ſay, there goes Miſtreſs —— Miſtreſs —— 
Miſtreſs what? What's this Man's Name, I have mar- 
ried, Nurſe ? | | 

Nurſe. Squire Faſhion. 12 

Mis. Squire Faſhion is it ? —— Well, Squire, that's 
better than nothing: Do you think one cou'd not get 
him made a Knight, Nurſe? | 

Nurſe. I don't know but one might, Madam, when 
the King's in a good Humour. 

Miſs. Pcod, that wou'd do rarely. For then he'd be 
as good a Man as my Father, you know, | 
urſe. By*r Lady, and that's as good as the beſt of em 

Mz/5. Sg tis, faith; for then J all be my Lady, and 
your Ladyſhip at every Word, that's all l have to care 
tor, Ha, Nurſe! But hark you me, one thing more, 
and then I have done. I'm afraid, if I change my Huſ- 
band again, | ſhan't have ſo much Money to throw about, 
Nurſe. 1 

Nurſe, O, enough's as good as a Feaſt : Beſides, Ma- 
dam, one don't know, but as much may fall to your 
ſhare with the younger Brother, as with the elder, - For 
tho? theſe Lords have a power of Wealth, indeed; yet as 
I have heard fay, they give it all to their Sluts and their 
Trulls, who joggle it about in their Coaches, with a 
Murrain to em, whilſt poor Madam fits ſighing and wiſh- 
ing, and knotting and crying, and has not a {pare Half- 
Crown to buy her a Practice of Piety. 

Mi. O, but for that, don't deceive yourſelf, Nurſe. 
For this | muſt | /napfping her Fingers] ſay for my Lord, 
and 2——for him: He's as free as an open Houle at 
Chriſtmas. For this very Morning he told me, | ſhou'd 
have two hundred a-year to buy Pins, Now, Nurſe, it 

| | 3 | he 


* 
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he gives me two hundred a-year to buy Pins, what do 
you. thank be*]l give me to buy fine Petticoats? 

Nurſe. Ah, my Deareſt, he deceives thee faully, and 
he's no better than a Rogue for his pains. Theſe Lon- 
doners have got a Gibberidge with them, would con- 
foand a Gipley. That which they call Pin-money, is 
to buy. their Wives every thing in the varſal World, 
down to their very Shoe-tyes? N ay, I have heard Folks 
ſay, That ſome Ladies, if they will have Gallants, as 
they call em, are forc'd to find them out of their Pin- 
money too. 

Miſs. Has he ſerv'd me fo, ſay ye? —--Then I'll be 
his Wife no longer, that's fixt, Look, here he comes, 
with all the fine Felks at 's heels. I'cod, Nurſe, theſe 
London Ladies will laugh till they crack again, to ſee 
me, ſup my Collar, and run away from my Huſband. 
But, d'ye hear ? Pray take care of one thing : When 
the Buſineſs comes to break out, be ſure you get between 
me and my Father, for yow know his Tricks; he'll 
knock me down. | 

Nurſe. I'll mind bim, ne'er fear, Madam. 


Enter Lord F oppington, Loveleſs, Worthy, Amanda, 


and Berinthia. 


Lord Fop. Ladies and Gentlemen, you are all wel- 
come. [To Lov.] Lovele/s—-- That's my Wife; pr'ythee 
do me the fayour to ſalute her: And do'ſt hear, [ to 
him.) if thau haſt a mind to try thy Fartune, to be re- 
veng' d of me, I won't take it ill, ſtap my Vitals. 

Lev. You need not fear, Sir, 'm too fond of my 
own Wife, to have the leaſt Inclination for yours. 

[ 41] ſalute Miſs. 
Lord Fop. [aſide.] I'd give a thauſand Paund he wou'd 
make Love to her, that he may ſee ſhe has ſenſe enough 
to prefer me to him, tho? his own Wife has not: [view- 
ing bim. ] — He's a very beaſtly Fellow, in my Opinion. 
Miß. [a/ide.} What a Power of fine Men there are in 
this London / He that kiſt me firſt, is a goodly Gentle- 
man, 1 promiſe you: Sure thoſe Wives have a rare 
tinie on't, that live here always, * / | 


: 


Enter 
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Euter Sir Tunbelly, 1 Muſiciqns, Dancers, &c. 


Sir Tun. Come, come in, good People, come in; come, 
tune your Fiddles, tune vour F iddles. | 
To the Haytboys. ] Bag-pipes, make ready there. Come, 


ke up. [ Sings, 


Por this is Hoyden's Vedding-day; 
Aud therefore wwe keep Holy-gay, 
And come to be merty. 


Ha! there's my Wench, Pfaith': Toueh and take, I'II 
warrant her ; ſhe'll breed like a tame Rabbit. . 
Miſs. [afide] cod, I think my Father's gotten drunk 

before Supper. 

Sir Tun. | te Lov. and Wor.] Gentlemen, you are wel- 
come. [ /aluting Aman. and Ber.] Ladies, by your leave. 
| Ha——— They bill like Turtles. Udſookers, they fet 
my old Blood a-fire ; I ſhall cuckold ſome body before 
Morning. 

Lord Fop. [ta Sir Tun.] Sir, you being Maſter of the 
Entertainment, wil! you defire the Company to fit ? 

Sir Tun. Oons, Sir,——1'm the happieſt Man on this 
ſide the Ganges. | | 

Lord Pop. Laſide.] This is a mighty unaccountable old 
Fellow. [Te Sir Tun.] 1 ſaid, Sir, it wou'd be conveni- 
ent to aſk the Company to fit. _ 

Sir Tun, Sit——with all my heart: Come, take your 
places, Ladies ; take your places, Gentlemen : Come, 
fit down, fit down; a Pox of Ceremony, take your 


places, [They fit, and the Maſe beg ius. 
Dialogue between Cupid and men. 
Cupid, - 3 | I 


HOU Bane to my Empire, thou Spring of Conteſt, 
' Thou Source of all Diſcord, thou Period 1% Reſts, 
Inftrut me what Wreiches in Bondage can ſee, 
That the Aim of their Life is ſtill pointed to thee. 
79 i 6 Hymen. 
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 Hymen, 2. 
Inſtruct me, thou little impertinent God, 
From whence all thy Subjeds have taken the Mode 
To grow fond of a Change, to whatsver it be, 


And Tl tell thee why thoſe wou'd be bound, who are free, 


| Chorus. 
For Change, were for Change, to whatever it be, 
We are neither contented with Freedom nor T hee. 
Conſtancy*s an empty Sound. "2# 
Heawen, and Earth, and all go round, 
All the Works of Nature move, 
And the Joys of Life and Love 
Are in Variety. 


Cupid. ;* kai 
Were Love the Reward of a pains-taking Life, 
Had a Huſband the Art to be fond of his Wife; 
Mere Virtue fo plenty, a Wife cou'd afford, 
T heſe very hard Times, to be true to her Lord; 
Some ſpecious Account might be given of thoſe 
Who are ty'd by the Tail, to be led by the Noſe. 


4. 
But fance tis the Fate of a Man and his Wife, 
To conſume all their Days in Contention and Strife * 
Since whatever the 27 of Heaven may create her, 
He's morally fure he ſhall heartily bate ber; | 
4 think *twere much wiſer to ramble at large, 
And the Yolleys of Love on the Herd to diſcharge. 


Hymen. Go 
Some colour of Reaſon thy Counſel might bear, 
Con d a Man have no more than his Wife to his ſpare : 
Or were 1 a Monarch jo cruelly juſt, © | 
To oblige a poor Wife to be true to her Truſt ; 
But I have not pretended, for many Years paſt, 
By marrying of People, to make em grow chaſte. 


| "War" 
4 therefore adwi/e thee to let me go on, 


Thou d find I'm the Strength and Support of thy Thrones. 


For hadſt thou but Eyes, theu wouldjt quickly perceive it, 


How 
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How ſmoothly the Dart 
Slips into the Heart 
Of a Woman that's Wed ; 
Whilſt the ſhivering Maid 
Stands trembling, and wiſhing, but dare not receive it. 


Chorus. 
For Change, &c. 


The Maſk ended, enter Youn · Faſh. Conpler, and Bull. 


Sir Tun, So, very fine, very fine, i'faith; this is 
ſomething like a Wedding; now if Supper were but 
ready, I'd ſay a ſhort Grace; and if 1 — ſuch a Bed- 
fellow as Heyden to night. l'd ſay as ſhort Prayers. 

Seeing Young Faſp. How now——what have we got 
here? A Ghoſt? Nay, it mult be ſo; for his Fleſh and 
Blood cou'd never have dar'd to appear before me. [Ts 
Bim] Ah, Rogue 

Lord Fop. Stap my Vitals, Tam again ? 

Sir Tur. My Lord, will youcut his Throat? Or ſhall I? 

Lord Fop. Leave him to me, Sir, if you pleaſe. 
Pr'ythee, Jam, be ſo ingenuous now, as to tell me what 
thy Buſineſs 1s here ? 

Young Faſp. Tis with your Bride. 

Lord Fop. Thau art the impudent' Fellow that Na- 
ture has yet ſpawn'd into the Warld, ſtrike me ſpeechleſs. 

Young Faſb. Why you know my Modeſty wou'd have 
ſtarv'd me; I ſent it a-begging to you, and you wou'd 
not give it a Groat. oy 

Lord Fop. And doſt thau expect by an exceſs of Aſ- 
ſurance to extart a Maintenance fram me? , 
Young Fajh. [taking Mi/s by the Hand.] I do intend to 
extort your Miſtreſs from you, and that I hope will prove 
one. ; 

Lord Fop. I ever thaught Newgate or Bedlam wou'd 
be his Fartune, and naw his Fate's decided. Pr'ythee, 
Loveleſs, doſt knaw of ever a Mad Doctor hard by? 

Young Faſp. There's one at your Elbow will cure you 
preſently. | 

To Bull. Pr'ythee, Doctor, take him in hand quickly. 

Leung 
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Lord Fop. Shall | beg the Favour of you, Sir, to pull 
your Fingers out of my Wife's Hand ? 

Young Faſp, His Wife! Look you there; now I hope 
you are all fatisfy'd he's mad. | 

Lord Fop, Naw is it not impaſſible far me to pene- 
trate what Species of Fally it 1s thou art driving at ? 

Sir Tun. Here, here, here, let me beat out his Brains, 
and that will decide all. | 

Lord Fop, No, pray, Sir, hold, we'll deſtray him pre- 
ſently according to | aw. 

Young Faſo. [To Bull.] Nay, then advance, Doctor: 
come, you are a Man of Conſcience, anfwer boldly to 
the Quettions I ſhall aſk; Did not you marry me to 
this young Lady, before ever that Gentleman there ſaw 
her Face ? ; | 

Bull. Since the Truth muſt out, I did. 
* Veang Faß. Nurſe, fweet Nurſe, were not you a Wit- 
neſs to it? | 
Nurſe. Since my Conſcience bids me ſpeak —T was. 

Young Faſb. [to Mis.) Madam, am not I your lawful 
Hufband ? © * 
Mi,. Truly I can't tell, but you married me firſt. 

Young Faßb. Now | hope you are all fatisfy'd? 

Sir Lon. [offering to frrike bim, is held by Lov. and Wor.] 
Ocns and Thunder, you lye. 

Lord Fop. Pray, Sir, be calm, the Battle is in Diſarder, 
but requires more Canduct than Courage to rally our 
Forces. Pray, Dactar, one word with you. = Ix] 

Ta Bull a/ide. ] Look you, Sir, tho“ 1 will nor preſume 
to calculate your Notions of Damnation, fram the 
Deſcription you give us of Hell, yet fince there 15 at 
leaſt a paſlibility you may have a Pitchfark thruſt in 
your Backſide, methinks, it fſhou'd not be worth your 
while to riſk your Saul in the next Warld, for the fake 
of a beggarly yaunger Brather, who is nat able to make 
your Bady happy 1n this, | 

Bull. Alas! my Lord, 1 have no worldly Ends; 1 
ſpeak the Truth, Heaven knows. 8 | 

Lord Fep. Nay, pr'ythee, never engage Heaven in the 
matter; far, by all I can ſee, tis like to prove a Buſi- 
neſs for the Devil, Young 
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7 oung Faſb. Come, p Pray, Sir, all above - board, no cor- 
ruptin of Evidences; if you pleaſe, this oung Lady 
is my lawful Wife, and PII juſtify it in all the Courts of 
England; ſo your Lordſhi 2 (who. always had a Pafſion 
for Variety) may go ſeek a new Miſtreſs, if you 
think fit. 

Lord Fop. I am ſtruck dumb with his Impudence, and 
cannot ier tell whether ever I thall ſpeak again, 
or nat. 

Sir Tun. Tben let me come — examine the Buſineſs 
a little, Il jerks. the Truth out of em preſently , here, 
give me my Dog-whip. 

Tung Faſb. Look you, old Gentleman, tis in vain to 
make a Noiſe; if you grow mutinous, I have ſome 
Friends within Call, have Swords by their Sides, above 
four Foot lon therefore be calm, hear the Evidence 

patiently, 4s þ when the Jury have given their Verdict, 

Sentence according to Law: Here's honeſt 
Coupler ſhall be Foreman, and aſk as many Queſtions as 
he pleaſes. 

Coup. All I have to aſk is. whether Nurſe perſiſts in 
her Evidence? The Parſon, 1 dare fwear, will never 
flinch from his. 

Nurſe. [10 Sir Tun. &neeling.] 1 hope in Heaven your 
Worſhip will pardon me; I have ſerved you long and 
faithfully, but in this thing I was over-reach' d; your 
Worſhip, however, was deceiy'd as well as |; and if the 
Wedding-Dinner had been ready, you had pat Madam 
to Bed with him with your own Hands, 

Sir Tus. But how durit you do this, without acquaint- 
ing of me ? 

Nurſe. Alas! if your Worſhip had ſeen how the poor 
Thing begg'd, aud pray'd, and clung, and twin'd about 
me, like Ivy to an old Wall, you wou'd ſay, I who had 
ſuckled it, and ſwaddled it, and nurſt it both wet and 
dry, muſt have had a Heart of Adamant to refuſe it. 

Sir Tan. Very well. 

Young Faſo. Foreman, I expect your Verdict. 

Coup. Ladies and Gentlemen, what's your Opinions? 

All. A clear Caſe, a clear Cale. 

Coup, Then, my young Folks, { wiſh you Joy. 


Sir 
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Sir Tun. [to Young Faſh.] Come hither, Stripling; 
if it be true, then, that thou haſt marry'd my Daughter, 
pr'ythee tell me who thou art? | 

Young Faſh. Sir, the beſt of my Condition is, I am 

our Son-1n-law ; and the worſt of it is, I am Brother 
to that Noble Peer there, 
Sir Tun. Art thou Brother to that Noble Peer: 
Why then, that Noble Peer, and thee, and thy Wife, 
and the Nurſe, and the Priet—— may all go and be 
damn'd together. | [Exit Sir Tun, 
« Lord Fop. [afide.] Naw, for my part, I think the 
wiſeſt thing a Man can do with an aking Heart, is to put 
on a ſerene Countenance; for a Philoſaphical Air is the 
moſt becoming thing in the Warld to the Face of a 
Perſon of Quality ; 1 will therefore bear my Diſgrace 
Hhke a Great Man, and let the * ſee I am above an 
Affrant. [To Young Faſh.] Dear Tam, ſince Things are 
thus fallen aut, pr'ythee give me leave to wiſh thee Jay. 
1 do it de bon Cœur, ſtrike me dumb: you have marry'd 
a Woman beautiful in her Perſon, charming in her 
Airs, prudent in her Canduct, canſtant in her Inclina- 
tions, and of a nice Marality, fplit my Wind-pipe. 

Young Faſh, Your Lardſhip may keep up your Spirits 
with your Grimace, if you pleaſe ; F ſhall ſupport mine 
with this Lady, and two thouſand Pound a-year. 

Taking Mi/s.} Come, Madam: 2 

We once again, you ſee, are Man and Wife, 
And now, perhaps, the Bargain's ſtruck for Life: 
If i miſtake, and we ſhou'd part again, 

At leaſt you ſee you may have choice of Men: 
Nay, ſhou'd the War at length ſuch Havock make, 
That Lovers ſhou'd grow ſcarce, yet for your ſake, 
Kind Heaven always will preſerve a Beau— | 


Printing to Lord Top.] You'll find his Lorditip ready to ö 


come to. 


Lord Fop, Her Ladyſhip ſhall ſtap my Vitals, if I do. 


E PI. 


E PI L O G U E, 


Spoken by 


— 


Lord FoPPINGTON. 


Gentlemen and Ladies, 
HE SIT People have regal d you here to-day 
In my Opinion) with a ſaucy Play; 
In which the Author does preſume to ſhew, 
That Coxcomb, ab Origine—awwas Beau. 
Truly I think the thing of ſo much weight, =y 
T hat if ſome ſharp Chaſtiſement ben't his Fate, \ 
Gads Curſe, it may in time deſtroy the State. 
I hold no one its Friend, I muſt confeſs, 
Who wou'd diſcauntenance you Men of Dreſs. | 
Far, give me leave tabſerve, good Clothes are Things 
Have ever been of great Support to Kings: 
All Treaſons come fram Slowens; it is nat 
Within the reach of Gentle Beaux to plat ; 
They have no Gall; no Spleen, no Teeth, no Stings, 
Of all Gad's Creatures, the moſt harmleſs Things. 
T hro' all Reeard, no Prince was ever ain 
By one who had a Feather in his Brain. 
They're Men of too refin'd an Education, 
To ſquabble with a Court—for a vile dirty Nation. 
Pm very paſitive, you never ſaw 
A tbo'ro Republican a finiſh'd Beau. 
| Nor 
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Ner truly all you very often foe 
4 Jacobite much better dreſt than he: 


in bart, thro? all the Courts that I have been in, 


Your Men of Miſchief —ftill are in faul Linen. 
Did ever one yet dance the Tyburn Fige, 

With a free Air, or a well paauder d Wig ? 
Did ever Highway-man yet bid you ſt and, 

With a fect bawwdy Snuff-Bax in his Hand ? 
Ar do you ever find they aſe your Purſe 

As Men of Breeding do; Ladies, Gad's Curſe, 
This Author is a Dag, and tis not fit 

You ſbou d allow bim & en ons Grain of Wit : 


To which, that his Pretence may nt'er be nam' d, 


My humble Motion is be may be dama'd. 


THE 
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Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


INCE "tis th* Intent and Buſine/s of the Stage, 
To copy out the Follies o the Age ; 

To hold to every Man a faithful Glaſs, 
And ſhew him of what Species he's an Aſs : 
1 hope the next that teaches in the School, 
Mall ſheæu our Author he's a ſcribbling Fool. 
And that the Satire may be ſure to bite, 
Kind Heaw'n ! inſpire ſome venem d Prieft to write, 
And grant ſome ugly Lady may indite. 
For I wou'd have him laſh'd, by Heavens! I %,], 
Till his Preſumption uam away in Bld. 
Three Plays at once proclaim a Face of Braſ;, | 
No mattter what they are; That's not the Caſe 
To aurite three Plays, &en that's to be an Aſs. 
But what I leaſt forgive, he knows it too, 
For to his Coft he lately has known you—- 
Experience ſhews, to many a Writer's Smart, 
You hold a Ceurt aubere Mercy ne er had part; 
So much of the old Serpent's Sting you have, 
Yeu love to Damn, as Heaven delights to Save. 
In foreign Parts, let a bold Volunteer, 
For Public Good, upon the Stage appear, 
He meets ten thouſand Smiles to diſſipate his Fear. 
All tickle on th' adventuring young Beginner, 
And only ſcourge th' incorrigible Sinner; 
They touch indeed his Faults, but with a Hand 
So gentle, that his Merit ftill may ftand ; 
Kindly they buoy the Follies of his Pen, 
T hat he may ſhun 'em when he writes again. 
But "tis not ſo in this good-natur'd T own, 
All"s one, an Ox, a Poet, or a Crown ; 
Old England's Play was always knocking down. c 
DE: | Dramati, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Conſtant, Mr. Ferbruggen, 
Heartfree, | Mr. Hud/or. 
Sir John Brute, Mr. Betterten. 
Treble, a Singing-Maſter, Mr. Bowman. 


Razor, Valet de Chambre to Sir?) ; 
Jobn Brute, ? Mr. Boxwen. 


Juice of the Peace, Mr. Bright. 


=} - a : Companions to Sir Jobn Brute. 


Conſtable and Watch. 


WOME N. 
Lady Brute, | Mrs. Barry. 
Belinda, her Niece, Mrs. Bracegirdle, 
Lady Fancifull, Mrs. Bowtian. 
Madamoiſelle, Mrs. Willis. 


| Cornet and Pipe, Servants to Lady Fanciiſull. 
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SCENE, Sir John Brute's Hou/e. 


Enter Sir John, ſelus. 


HAT cloying Meat is Love——when Matri- 
mony's the Sauce to it! Two Vears Marriage 
has debauch'd my five Senſes. Every thing 1 ſee, every 
thirig I hear, every thing I feel, every thing I ſmell, 
and every thing I taſte—methinks has Wife in't. No 
Boy. was ever ſo weary of his Tutor, no Girl of her Bib, 
no Nun ofdoing Penance, or old Maid of being chaſte, 
as I am of being married. Sure there's a ſecret Curſe 
entail'd upon the very Name of Wife. My Lady, is a 
young Lady, a fine Lady, a witty Lady, a virtuous 
Lady, and yet | hate her. There is but one thin 
on Earth I loath beyond her : That's Fighting. Woul 
my Courage come up to a fourth part of my IIl-Nature, 
Id ſtand buff to her Relations, and thruſt her out of 
doors, But Marriage has ſunk me down to ſuch an Ebb 
of Reſolution, I dare not draw my Sword, tho* even to 
get rid of my Wife. But here ſhe comes, 
WS | Enter 
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Enter Lady Brute, 


Lady Brute. Do you dine at home to-day, Sir John ? 
Sir Fohn. Why, do you expect I ſhould tell you 
what | don't know myſelf? 

Lady Brute. I thought there was no harm in aſking you. 

Sir Jobn. If thinking wrong were an excuſe for Im- 
pertinence, Women might be juſtify'd in moſt things 
they ſay or do. 

"Lady Brute. I'm ſorry J have faid any thing to diſ- 

pleaſe you. | 

Sir Fokz. Sorrow for things paſt is of as little impor- 


tance to me, as my dining at home or abroad ought to 


be to you. 

Lady Brute. My Enquiry was only that I might have 
provided what you lik'd. 

Sir John. Six to four you had been in the wrong 
there again; for what I lik'd yeſterday I don't like to- 
day; and what I like to-day, 'tis odds I mayn't like 
to-morrow. 

Lady Brute. But if I had aſd you what you lik'd 

Sir John. Why then there wou'd have been more aſk- 
ing about it than the thing was worth. 


Lady Brute. I wiſh I did but know how [ might pleaſe 


Ou. 
/ Sir Jobn. Ay, but that fort of Knowledge is not a 
Wife's Talent. | | uy 
Lady Brute, Whate'er my Talent is, I'm ſure my Will 
has ever been to make you ealy. 
Sir Jebn, If Women were to have their Wills, the 
World wou'd be finely govern'd. 

Lady Brute. W hat reaſon have I given you to uſe me 
as you do of late? It once was otherwiſe: You marry'd 
me for Love. | 

Sir John. And you me for Money: So you have your 
Reward, and I have mine. 

Lady Brute. What is it that diſturbs you ? 

Sir John: A Parſon, | 

Lady Brute. Why, what has he done to you? 
Sir John, He has married me, . [Exit Sir Jo a 
. ; a * 
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Lady Brute fola. 

The Devil's in the Fellow, I think——T was told be» 
fore I married him, that thus *twou'd be : But I thought 
] had Charms enough to govern him; and that where 
there was an Eſtate, a Woman muſt needs be happy ; 
ſo my Vanity has deceiv'd me, and my Ambition has 
made me uneaſy. But there's ſome Comfort ſtill; if one 
wou'd be reveng'd of him, theſe are good times; a Wo- 
man may have a Gallant, and a ſeparate Maintenance 
too— The ſurly Puppy = yet he's a Fool for't: for 
hitherto he has been no Monſter : But who knows how 
far he may provoke me? I never lov'd him, yet I have 
been ever true to him; and that, in ſpite of all the At- 
tacks of Art and Nature upon a poor weak Woman's 
Heart, in favour of a tempting Lover, Methinks f@ 
noble a Defence as | have made, thou'd be rewarded with 
a better Uſage — Or who can tell ?—--Perhaps a good 
part of What I ſuffer from my Huſband, may be A 

Jud ment upon me for my Cruelty to my Lover,—— 
| 'd, with what pleaſure could I indulge that Thought, 
were there but a Poſſibility of finding Arguments to 
make it good !—-—And how do I know but there may? 
—— Let me ſee—--What oppoſes ? =My matrimonial 
Vow——Why, what did I vow ? I think I promis'd to 
be true to my Huſband. Well; and he promis'd to be 
kind to me. But he han't kept his Word — Why then 
I'm abſolv'd from mine— Ay, that ſeems clear to me. 
The Argument's good between the King and the People, 
why not between the Huſband and the Wife? O, but 
that Condition was not expreſt No matter, twas under- 
ſtood, Well, by all I ſee, if I argue the matter a little 
longer with myſelf, 1 ſhan't find ſo many Bug-bears 
in the Way as I thought 1 ſhou'd. tack what fine 
Notions of Virtue do we Women take up upon the 
Credit of old fooliſh Philoſophers ! Virtne's its own 
Reward, Virtue's this, Virtue's that Virtue's an 
Aſs, and a Gallant's worth forty on't. 
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Enter Belinda, 


Tady Brute. Good-morrow, dear Couſin, 

Bel. Good-morrow, Madam ; you look pleas'd this 
Morning. 

Lady Brute. I am ſo. 

Bel. With what, pray? 

Laay Brute. With my Huſband. 

Bel. Drown Buſbands ; for your's is a provokin 
Fellow: As he went out juſt now, I pray'd him to tell 
me what time of Day 'twas ; and he aſk'd me if I took 
him for the Church-Clock, that was oblig'd to tell all 
the Pariſh. | 

_ Lady Brute. He has been ſaying ſome good obligin 
things to me too. In ſhort, Belinda, he has us'd me ſo 
barbarouſly of late, that I cou'd almoſt reſolve to play 
the downright Wife — and cuckold him. 

Bel. That would be downright indeed. 

Lady Brute. Why, after all, there's more to be ſaid 
for't than you'd imagine, Child. 1 know, according to 
the ſtrict Statute-Law of Religion, I ſhou'd do wrong : 
But if there were a Court of Chancery in Heav'n, Im 
ſure I ſhou'd caſt him. 

Bel. If there were a Houſe of Lords, you might. 

Lady Brute. In either I ſhould infallibly carry my 
Cauſe. Why, he is the firſt Aggreſſor, not J. 

Bel. Ay, but you know we muſt return Good for 
Evil. | 

Lady Brute. That may be a Miſtake in the Tranſla- 
tion—Pr'ythee be of my Opinion, Belinda; for I'm 
poſitive I'm in the right; and if you'll keep up the Pre- 
rogative of a Woman, you'll likewiſe be poſitive you 
are in the right, whenever you do any thing you have 
a mind to. But I ſhall play the Fool, and jeſt on, tall 
I make you begin to think I'm 1n earneſt, 

Bel. | ſhan't take the Liberty, Madam, to think of 
any thing that you deſire to keep a Secret from me. 
Lady Brute. Alas, my Dear, I have no Secrets, My 

Heart cou'd never yet confine my Tongue, 5 

el. 
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Bel. Your Eyes, you mean; for I'm ſure I have ſeen 
them gadding, when your Tongue has been lock'd up 
ſafe T | | 
* * rute. My Eyes padding! Pr'ythee after who, 

id ? 

Bel. Why, after one that thinks you hate him, as 
much as 1 know you love him, 

Lady Brute. Conſtant you mean. 

Bel. I do ſo. E | 

Lady Brute. Lord, what ſhou'd put ſuch a thing into 
your Head ? | 

Bel. 'That which puts things into moſt People's Heads, 
Obſervation, | 

Lady Brute. Why what have you obſerv'd, in the 
Name of Wonder ? | 

Bel. J have obſerved you bluſh when you met him; 
force yourſelf away from him; and then be out of hu- 
mour with every _— about | wan In a Word, never 
was poor Creature ſo ſpurr'd on by Deſire, and ſo 
rein'd in with Fear. 

Lady Brute. How ſtrong is Fancy! 

Bel. How weak is Woman | 

Lady Brute. Pr'ythee, Niece, have a better Opinion 
of your Aunt's Inclination. 

Bel. Dear Aunt, have a better Opinion of your 
Niece's Underſtanding. 

Lady Brute. You'll make me angry. 

Bel. You'll make me laugh. | 

Lady Brute. Then you are reſolv'd to perfiſt ? 

Bel. Poſitively. 

Lady Brute. And all I can ſay 

Bel. Will ſignify nothing. | 

Lady Brute, Tho? 1 ſhould ſwear twere falſe 

Bel. I ſhould think it true. | 

Lady Brute, Then let us both forgive; [kiſſing ber.] 
for we have both offended: I, in making a Secret ; you, 
in diſcovering it. | _ 

Bel. Good Nature may do much: But you have more 
Reaſon to forgive one, _= I have to pardon t'other. 

| "WW 3 
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Lady Brute. Tis true, Belinda, you have given me ſo 
many Proofs of your Friendſhip, that my Reſerve has 
been indeed a Crime: But that you may more eaſily 
forgive me, remember, Child, that when our Nature 
prompts us to a thing our Honour and Religion have 
Erbid us; we wou'd (wer't poſſible) conceal even from 
the Soul itſelf, the Knowledge of the Body's Weak- 


neſs. 
Bel. Well, I hope, to make your Friend amends, 


you'll hide nothing from her for the future, tho” the 
Body ſhou'd ſtill grow weaker and weaker. 

Lady Brute. No, from this Moment 1 have no more 
Reſerve; and for a Proof of my Repentance, I own, 
Belinda, I'm in danger. Merit and Wit aſſault me from 
without; Nature and Love ſollicit me within; my 
Huſband's barbarous Uſage piques me to Revenge ; 
and Satan, catching at the fair Occaſion, throws in m- 
way that Vengeance, which of all Vengeance pleaſes 
Women beſt. 

Bel. *Tis well Conflant don't know the Weakneſs of 
the Fortification; for o' my Conſcience he'd ſoon come 
on to the Aſſault. 

Lady Bryte. Ay, and I'm afraid carry the Town too. 
But whetever you may have obſerv'd, I have diſſembled 
ſo well as to keep him ignorant. So you ſee I'm no 
Coquette, Belinda : And it you follow my Advice, you'll 
never be one neither. Tis true, Coquetry is one of the 
main Ingredients in the natural Compoſition of a Wo- 
man; and I, as well as others, cou'd be well enough 
pleas'd to ſee a Crowd of young Fellows ogling, and 

lancing, and watching all Occaſions to do forty fooliſh 
officious Things: Nay, ſhou'd ſome of em puſh on, 
even to hanging or drowning, why — -'faith--—if [ 
ſhou'd let pure Woman alone, I ſhou'd e'en be but too 
well pleas'd with it. 

Bel. I'll ſwear *twould tickle me ſtrangely. - 

Lady Brute. But after all, tis a vicious Practice in us, 
to give the leaſt Encomkgement but where we deſign 
to come to a Concluſion, For 'tis an unreaſonable thing 
| to 
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to engage a Man in a Diſeaſe, which we before-hand 
reſolve we never will apply a Cure to. 

Bel. "Tis true; but then a Woman muſt abandon one 
of the ſupreme Bleſſings of her Life. For | am fully 
convinc'd, no Man has half that Pleaſure in poſſeſſing 
a Miſtreſs, as a Woman has in jilting a Gallant, _ 

Lady Brute. The happieſt Woman then on Earth muſt 
be our Neighbour. | 
Bel. O the impertinent Compoſition! She has Vanity 
and AﬀeCtation enough to make her a ridiculous Origi- 
nal, in ſpite of all that Art and Nature ever furniſh'd 
to any of her Sex before her. 

Lady Brute. She concludes all Men her Captives; and 
whatever Courſe they take, it ſerves to confirm her in 
that Opinion. | i 

Bel. If they ſhun her, ſhe thinks 'tis Modeſty, and 
takes it for a Proof of their Paſſion. | 

Lady Brute. And if they are rude ta her, tis Conduct, 
and done to prevent Town- talk. | 

Bel. When her Folly makes em laugh, ſhe thinks 
they are pleaſed with her Wir. 
| Lady Sor. And when her Impertinence makes em 
dull, concludes they are jealons of her Favours, 

Bel. All their Actions and their Words, ſhe takes for 
granted, aim at her, 

Lady Brute. And pities all other Women, becauſe ſhe 
thinks they envy her. | 

Bel. Pray, out of pity to ourſelves, let us find a better 
Subject; for I'm weary of this. Do you think your 
Huſband inclined to Jealouſy ? 2D 

Lady Brute. O, no; he does not love me well enongh 
for that, Lord, how wrong Men's Maxims are ! They 
are ſeldom jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very 
fond of em; whereas they ought to confider the Women's 
Inclinations ; for there depends their Fate, Well, Men 
may talk: But they are not ſo wiſe as we that's cer- 
tain, | | 
Bel. At leaſt in our Affairs. | 
Lady Brute. Nay, I believe we ſhou'd out-do em in 
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the Buſineſs of the State too: For, methinks, they do 
and undo, and make but bad Work on't. 

Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of 
Government as well as they ? 

Lady Brute. Becauſe we have Intrigues of our own, 
that make us mbre Sport, Child, And fo let's in and 
conſider of! em. IExeunt. 


SCEN E, à Dreſſing-Rocm. 
Euter Lady Fancyfull, Madamoiſelle, and Cornet. 


2 ow do I look this Morning? 
Cor. Your Ladyſhip looks very ill, truly, 
Lady > 3 Lard, how ill-natur'd thou art, Cornet. to 
tell me ſo, tho the thing ſhou'd be true! Don't you 
know that I have Humility enough to be but too eaſily 
out of - Conceit with myſelf ? Hold the Glaſs ; I dare 
ſwear that will have more Manners than you have. Ma- 
damoiſelle, let me have your Opinion too, 
Madam. My opinion pe, Matam, dat your 1250 ſhip 
never look ſo well in your Life. 
Lady Fan. Well, the French are the prettieſt, oblig- 
ing People; they fay the moſt acceptable, a 
ner'd things—and never flatter. 
Madam. Your Latyſhip ſay great Juſtice inteed. 
Lady Fan. Nay, every thing's juſt in my Houſe but 
Cornet. The very Looking-Glaſs gives her the Demen- 
i. But I'm almoſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me 
look ſo very engaging. [ Looking affectedly in the Glaſs. 
Madam. 11 Matam, your Face pe handſomer 
den all de Looking. C Glaſs in de World, croyez moy. 
Lady Fan. But is it poſſible my Eyes can be fo lan- 
guiſhing—and fo very full of Fire ? | 
Madam. Matam, if de Glaſs was B:rning-Glaſs, I 
believe your Eyes ſet de Fire in de Houſe, 
J 


The PRO VOR D WITTE. 127 

Lady Fan. Vou may take that Night-gown, Madamoi- 
ſelle; get out of the Room, Cornet; | can't endure you, 
This Wench, methinks, does look ſo unſufferably ugly. 

Madam. Every ting look ugly, Matam, dat ſtand-by 
your Latyſhip. \ e 

Lady Fan. No really, Madamoiſelle, methinks you 
look mighty pretty. | | 
| adam. Ah Matam ! de Moon have no Eclat ven de 
Sun appear. . y 

Lady Fan, O pretty Expreſſion! Have vou ever been 
in Love, Madamoiſeli:? 1 1 G 

Madam. Oaꝝ, Matame. Igling. 

Lady Fan. And were you belov'd again? 

Madam. Noa, Matame. | 

Lady Fan. O ye Gods! What an unfortunate Crea- 
ture ſhou'd I be in ſuch a Caſe! But Nature has made 
me nice, for my own Defence: l'm nice, ſtrangely nice, 
Madamoiſelle ; | believe were the Merit of whole Man- 
kind beſtow'd ton one fingle Perſon, I ſhou'd ſtill think 
the Fellow wanted ſomething to make it worth my 
while to take notice of him; and yet | could love; nay, 
fondly love, were it poſſible to have a thing made on 
purpoſe for me: For Pm not cruel, Madamoiſelle; I'm 
only nice. * 

Madam. Ah Matam, I with I was fine Gentleman 
for your ſake, I do all de ting in de World to get leetel 
way into your Heart. I make Song, I make Verſe, I 
give you de Serenade, I give great many Preſent to 
Madamoiſelle; I no eat, I no fleep, I be lean, 1 be mad, 
I hang myſelf, I drown myſelf. 4 ma chere Dame, 
que je vous aimeroi ! [ Embracing ber. 
| Lady Fan, Well, the French have ſtrange obliging 
ways with 'em; you may take thoſe two pair of Gloves, 
Madamoiſelle. | 

Madam. Me humbly tanke my ſweet Lady. 


Ent er Cornet. 


Cor, Madam, here's a Letter for your Ladyſhip by 
the Penny Poſt, | 
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Lady Fan, Some new Conqueſt, I'll warrant you. 
For without Vanity, I look'd extremely clear laſt Night 
when I went to the Park. —O agreeable! Here's a new 
Song made of me: And ready ſet too. O thou welcome 
thing! [ki/ing it.] Call Pipe hither, ſhe ſhall fing it 
inſtantly, 

Enter Pipe. 


Here, ſing me this new Song, Pipe. 


SONG, 
I. 
F , you happy Shepherds, fly 3 
Avoid Philira's Charms ; 

T he Rigour of her Heart denies 

The Heaven that's in her Arms. 
Ne'e, hope to gaze, and then retire, 

Nor yielding, to be ble; | 
Nature, who form'd her Eyes of Fir, 

Of Ice compos'd her 2 

1 


Tit, lwely Maid, this once believe 
A Slave quhoſe Zeal you mouse; 
The God's, alas ! your Youth deceive, 
Their Heav'n conſiſts in Love. 
In ſpite of all the Thanks you owe, | 
You may reproach em this; 
That where they did their Form beſtcw, 
T hey have deny'd their Bliſs. 


Lady Fan. Well, there may be Faults, Madamoi/elle, 
but the Deſign is ſo very obliging, *twou'd be a match- 
leſs Ingratitude in me to diſcover 'em. a 
Madam. Ma foy, Madame, I tink de Gentle man's 
Song tell you de Trute. If you never love, you never 
be happy —Ah—--gue Paime P amour moy ! 


Enter Servant with another Letter. 
Ser. Madam, here's another Letter for your Ladyſhip 
Lady Fan, Tis this way I am importun'd every Morn- 
_ ing, 
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ing, Madamoiſelle. Pray how do the French Ladies when 


they are thus accablies ? 

Madam. Matam, dey never complain. Au contraire, 
when one Frenſe Laty have got hundred Lover—den 
ſhe do all ſhe can to get a hundred more. 


Lady Fan. Well, ſtrike me dead, I think they have /e 
Gout bon, For 'tis an unutterable Pleaſure to be ador'd 
by all the Men, and envy'd by all the Women—--Yet 
II ſwear 'm concern'd at the Torture I give em. 
Lard, why was I form'd to make the whole Creation 
uneaſy ? But let me read my Letter. [ Reads.] 


4e If you have a mind to hear of your Faults, in- 
„ ſtead of being prais'd for your Virtues, take the 
«« pains to walk in the Green-walk in St. James's with 
% your Woman an Hour hence. Yau'll there meet one, 
«© who hates you for ſome things, as he cou'd love you 
«« for others, and therefore is willing to endeavour your 
„ Reformation.——lIf you come to the Place I men- 
tion, you'll know who I am : If you don't, you ne- 
„% yer ſhall : fo take your Choice.“ 

This is ſtrangely familiar, Madamoz/elle ; now have 1 
a provoking Fancy to-know who this impudent Fellow is · 

Madam. Den take your Scarf and your Maſk, and 
go to de Rendezvous. De Fren/e Laty do juftement 


ce pa. 


Lady Fan. Rendezyous! What, rendezvous with 
Man, Madamoiſelle l 
Madam. Eh, pourguoy non ? | | 

perhaps I never ſaw in 


Lady Fan. What, and a Man 
my Life? 
Madam. Tant mieux Oeft done quelque choſo de nouveau. 
Lady Fan. Why, how do I know what Defigns he 
may have? He may intend to raviſn me, for aught I 


know, | 


Madam. Raviſh !-—Bagatelle. I would fain ſee one 
impudent Rogue raviſh Madamoiſelle : Ouy, je le voudrois. 
Lady Fan. Q, but my Reputation, Madamn/elle! my 
Reputation l A mar chere Reputation“ _ 
Madam. Madame. Quand on la une fois perdue On 
wen eff plus embaraſſee, | 
G5 Lady 
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Lady Fan. Fe, Madamoiſelle, Fe | Reputation is 2 
ewel. £8 1 | 
Madam. Qui coute bien chere, Madame. 
Lady Fan. Why ſure you would not ſacrifice your 
Honour to your Pleaſure ? 
Madam. Fe ſuis Philo/ophe. | 
Lad Fan. Bleſs me, how you talk! Why, what if 
Honour be a Burden, Madamoi/e/le, muſt it not be borne? 
Madam. Chagu un a ſa fagon— Quand quelque choſe 
mincommode moy — je men defais vite. a 
Lady Fan. Get you gone, you little naughty French- 
aucman, you ; I vow and ſwear I muſt turn you out of 
© doors, it you talk thus. | 
Madam. Turn me out of doors !---Turn yourſelf out 
of doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman have to ſay 
to you—Tenez. Voila [giving her her things haſtily, ] 
" woftre Efparfe, voila woſftre Quoiſe, voila woftre Maſque, 
 evoila tout. Hey, Mercure, Coguin Call one Chair for 
" Matam, and one oder [calling within] for me: Ya ter 
vite. [Turning to her Lady, and helping her on haſtily 
with her things.] Allons, Madame, depechez wous donc. 
' Mon' Dieu, quelles Scrupules ! AP 
Lady Fan. Well, for once, Madamoiſelle, I'll follow 
our Advice, out of the intemperate Deſire ] have to 
now who this ill-bred Fellow is. But I have too much 
Delicateſſe, to make a Practice on't, v4 
Madam. Belle choſe wrayment que la Delicateſfſe, lors 
qu'il &agit de ſe devertir=—@a ga—--Vous voila eguipoͤe, 
partons,—He bien I gu aue vons donc? . 
Lady Fan; Fay peur. #7 
Madam. Je n'en ay point moy, 
Lady Fan. I. dare not go. 
Madam. Demeureg donc. 
Lady Fan. Fe furs poltrone. 
Madam. Tant pis pour vous. | 
Lady Fan. Curioſity's a wicked Devil, © + 
Madam. Ce'ft une charmante Sainte. 
Lady Fan. It ruined our firſt Parents. 
Madam. Elle a bien diwerti leurs Enfans, 
Lady Fan. L' Honneur &ft contre. \ 


4 
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Madam. La Plaifer eſ pour | 
Lady Fan, Muſt wh pu go? 


Madam. Muſt you go —Muſt you eat, muſt you 
drink, muſt 2 ſleep, muſt you live? De Nature bid 


you do one, Nature bid you do toder. Vous me ferez 
EA ager . 

Lady Fan. But when Reaſon corrects Nature, Ma- 
damoiſell — 


Madam. Elle eft donc bien inſolente, cet ſa Seeur aiſnte. 

Lady Fan. Do you then prefer your Nature to your 
Reaſon, Madamoiſelle? 

Madam. Ouy da. 

Lady Fan, Poxrquey ? 

Madam. Becauſe my Nature make me merry, =y 
Reaſon make me mad, 

Lady Fan. Ah I: mechante Frangoi/e ! | 

Madam. 4h la belle Angloiſe! | Forcing her Lady e. 


CC.. 
D 


SCENE, S. James's Park. 


Enter Lady Fancyfull and Madamoiſelle. 
Lady Fan. ELL, 1 vow, Madamoiſelle, l'm ſtrange- 
ly impatient to know who this confi- 
dent Fellow 1s, | | 
Enter Heartfree, 


Look, there's Heartfree. But ſure it can't be him; 
he's a profeſs'd Woman-hater. Yet who knows what 
my wicked Eyes may have done? 

Madam. JI! nous afproche, Madame. 

Lady Fan, Yes, tis he: now will he be moſt intole- 

rably cavalier, tho? he ſhould be in love with me. 


Heart. Madam, I'm your humble Servant; I per- 
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ceive you have more Humility and Good-Nature than I 
thought you had. 

Lady Fan, What you attribute to Humility and Good- 
Nature, Sir, may perhaps be only due to Curioſity, I 
had a mind to know who 'twas had ill manners enough 
to write that Letter. [Throwing him his Letter, 

Heart, Well, and now I hope you are ſatisfy'd. | 

Lady Fan. I am ſo, Sir: Good by t'ye. 

Heart. Nay, hold there; tho* you have done your 
Bufineſs, I han't done mine : By your Ladyſhip's leave, 
we muſt have one Moment's Prattle together. Have you 
a mind to be the prettieſt Woman about Town, or not ? 
How ſhe ſtares upon me! What! this paſſes for an im- 
pertinent Queſtion. with you now, becauſe you think 
you are ſo already ? 

Lady Fan. Pray, Sir, let me aſk you a Queſtion in my 
Turn: By what Right do you pretend to examine me? 

Heart. By the ſame Right that the _ govern the 
weak, becauſe I have you in my power ; for you can- 
not get ſo quickly to your Coach, but I ſhall have time 
enough to make you hear every thing I have to ſay to 


you, | ; 

Lady Fan. Theſe are ſtrange Liberties you take, Mr, 
Heartfree. 

Heart. They ane ſo, Madam, but there's no help for 
it ; for know that I have a Deſign upon you. 

Lady Far. Upon me, Sir! | 

Heart. Ves; and one that will turn to your Glory, 
and my Comfort, if you will but be a little wiſer than 
you uſe to be. ; 

Lady Fan. Very well, Sir. 

Heart. Let me ſee Your Vanity, Madam, I 
take to be about ſome eight Degrees higher than any 
Woman's in the Town, let t'ather be who ſhe will; and 
my Indifference is naturally about the ſame Pitch. Now, 
could you find the way to turn this Indifference into Fire 

and Flames, methinks your Vanity ought to be ſatisfy'd; 
and this, perhaps, you might bring about upon pretty 
reaſonable Terms, 
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Lady Fan. And pray at what rate would this Indiffe- 
rence be bought off, if one ſhou'd have ſo depraved an 
Appetite to deſire it? 

Heart, Why, Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bargain, 
and make but one word with you, if I do part with it 
—you muſt lay me down - your Affectation. 

Lady Fan. My AﬀeCation, Sir! | 

Heart. Why, I aſk you nothing but what you may 
very well ſpare. 

Lady Fan, You grow rude, Sir. Come, Madamoi/elle, 
*tis high time to be gone. 

— uy Allons, allons, allons, 

Heart. ¶ fopping them.] Nay, you may as well ſtand 
ſtill; for hear me you ſhall, walk which way you pleaſe. 

| Lady Fan. What mean you, Sir? 

Heart. I mean to tell you, that you are the moſt un- 
grateful Woman upon Earth. 

Lady Fan, Ungrateful! To whom? 

Heart, To Nature. 

Lady Fan. Why, what has Nature done for me ? 

Heart. What you have undone by Art! It made vou 
handſome ; it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a Shape 
without a Fault, Wit enough to make them reliſh, and fo 
turn'd you looſe to your own Diſcretion ; which has 
made uch work with you, that you are become the Pity 
of our Sex, and the Jeſt of your own. There is not a 
Feature in your Face, but you have found the way to 
teach it ſome affected Convulſion; your Feet, your 
Hands, your very Fingers Ends are directed never to 
move without ſome ridzculous Air or other; and your 
Language is a ſuitable Trumpet, to draw people's Eyes 
upon the Raree-ſhow, 

Madam. [aſide] Ef ce qu'on fait Pamour en Angleterre 
comme (a? | 

Lady Fan. [afide] Now cou'd I cry for Madneſs, but 
that I know he'd laugh at me for it. | 

Heart. Now do you hate me for telling you the Truth, 
but that's becauſe you don't believe it 15 ſo; for were 
you once convinc'd of that, you'd reform for your own 
lake, But *tis as hard to perſuade a Woman to quit any 


thing 
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thing that makes her ridiculous, as 'tis to- prevail with 

a Poet to ſee a Fault in his own Play, | 
Lady Fan. Every Circumſtance of nice Breeding muſt 

needs appear ridiculous to one who has ſo natural an 

: Antipathy to Good-manners. | 

Heart. But ſuppoſe I could find the means to con- 
. vince you, that the whole World is of my Opinion, and 
that thoſe who flatter and commend you, do it to no 
other Intent, but to make you perſevere in your Folly, 
that they may continue in their Mirth, | 

Lady Fan. Sir, tho' you and all that World you talk of 
ſhou'd be ſo impertinently officious, as to think to per- 
fuade me I don't know how to behave myſelf ; I ſhou'd 
ſtill have Charity enough for my o /n Underſtanding, to 
believe myſelf in the right, and all you in the wrong. 
Madam. Le voila mort. 

[ Exeunt Lady Fancyfull and Madamoiſelle. 
Heart. | gazing after ber] There her fin gle Clapper has 
publiſh'd the Senſe of the whole Sex. Well, this once 
1 have endeavour'd to waſh the Blackamoor white, but 
henceforward I'll ſooner undertake to teach Sincerity 
to a Courtier, Generoſity to an Uſurer, Honeſty to a 
Lawyer, nay, Humility to a Divine, than Diſcretion to 
a Woman | ſee has once ſet her Heart upon playing the 
Fool. . 
| Enter Conſtant. 

Morrow, Conftant. 4 

Conſt, Good - morrow, Jact /- What are you doing here 
this Morning ? | 
© Heart. Doing! Gueſs, if thou canſt, — — Why I have 
been endeavouring to perſuade my Lady Fancyfull, that 
ſhe's the fooliſheſt Woman about Town. 

Conf. A pretty Endeavour, truly! 

Heart. I have told her in as plain Exgliſb as I could 
ſpeak, both what. the Town ſays of her, and what I 
think of her. In ſhort, I-have us'd her as an abſolute 
King would do Magna Charta. 4 

Conſt. And how does ſhe take it ? 

Heart. As Children do Pills; bite them, but can't 


41 Conſt, 
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Conf. But, pr'ythee, what has put it into your Head, 
of all Mankind, to. turn Reformer ? 
Heart. Why one thing was, the Morning hung upon 
my Hands, I did not know what to do with myſelt; and 
another was, that as little as I care for Women, I cou'd 
not ſee with Patience one that Heaven had taken ſuch 
wondrous Pains about, be ſo very induſtrious to make 
herſelf the [ack-pudding of the Creation. | 
Conſt, Well, now could I almoſt wiſh to ſee my cruel 

Miſtr.ſs make the ſelf- ſame Uſe of what Heaven has 
done for her, that ſo I might be cur'd of a Diſeaſe that 
makes me ſo very uneaſy ; for Love, Love is the Devil, 
Heartfree. | 
Heart. And why do you let the Devil govern you? 

Con. Becauſe I have more Fleſh and Blood than 
Grace and Self-denial. My dear, dear Miſtreſs ! 'S death! 
that ſo genteel a Woman ſhould be a Saint, when Re- 
ligion's out of Faſhion! 
Heart, Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong, truly; but 
who knows how far Time and. good Example may pre- 
vail ? | | 

Cant, O! they have play'd their Parts in vain already: 
*Tis now two Years ſince that damned Fellow her Huſ- 
band invited me to his Wedding; and there was the ſirſt 
time I ſaw that charming Woman, whom I have lov'd 
ever ſince, more than e'er a Martyr did his Soul; gut 
ſhe is cold, my Friend, ſtill cold as the Northern Star. 

Heart. So are all Women by Nature, which makes 
them ſo willing to be warm'd, 

Conſt. O doa't prophane the Sex! Pr'ythee, think them 
all Angels for her ſake; for ſhe's virtuous even toa Fault. 
Heart. A Lover's Head is a good accountable Thing 
truly; he adores his Miſtreſs for being virtuous, and yet 
is very angry with her becauſe ſhe won't be lewd. 
Cent. Well, the only Relief I expect in my Miſery, 
is to ſee thee ſome Day or other as deeply engag'd as 

myſelf, which will force me to be merry in the midſt of 
all my Misfortunes, 125 | 

Heart. That Day will never come, be aſſur d, Ned. 
Not but that I can paſs a Night wich a Woman, and * 
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the time, perhaps, make myſelf as good 1 1 as you can 


do. Nay, I can court a Woman too, her Nymph, 
Angel, Goddeſs, what you pleafe: But here's the Diffe- 
rence *twixt you and I; I perſuade a Woman fhe's an 
Angel, and ſhe perſnades you ſhe's one, Pr'ythee, let 
me tell you how I avoid falling in Love; that which 
ſerves me for Prevention, may chance to ſerve you for a 
Cure, | 

Cenft. Well, uſe the Ladies moderately then, and III 
hear you. 

Heart. That uſing them moderately undoes us all ; 
but Vit uſe them juſtly, and that you ought to be ſatisfied 
with, I always conſider a Woman, not as the Taylor, 
the Shoemaker. the Tire-woman, the Sempſtreſs, and 
(which is more than all that) the Poet makes her; but I 
conſider her as pure Nature has contrived her, and that 
more ſtrictly than I ſhou'd have done our old Grand- 
nother Eve, had I ſeen her naked in the Garden; for 
J eonſider her turn'd infide out. Her Heart well exa - 
min'd, I find there Pride, Vanity, Covetoufnefs, Indiſ. 
cretion, but above all things, Malice; plots eternally 
a- forging to deſtroy one another's deer and as 
honeitly to charge the Levity of Men's Tongues with the 
Scandal; hourly Debates how to make poor Gentlemen 
in love with thim, with no other Intent but to uſe them 
like Dogs when they have done; a conſtant Deſire of 
doing more Miſchief, and an everlaſting War wag'd 
againſt Truth and Good-Nature. Prey 

= Very well, Sir! An admirable Compoſition, 
'truly ! ; 

Here, Then for her Outſide, I confider it merely as 
an Outſide; ſhe has a thin Tiffany Covering over juſt 
ſuch Stuff as you and I are made on. As for her Motion, 
her Mien, her Airs, and all thoſe Tricks, I know they 
affect you mightily. If you ſhould ſee your Miſtreſs at a 
Coronation dragging her Peacock's Train, with all her 
State and Infolence about her, *rwou'd ftrike you with 
all the awful Thoughts that Heav'n itſelf could pretend 
to from you; whereas E turn the whole Matter into a Jeſt, 
and ſuppoſe her ſtrutting in the ſelf-ſame ftately _— 
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with nothing on her but her Stays and her under ſcanty 
quilted Petticoat. 7 

Conſt, Hold thy profane Tongue; for I'll hear no 
more, 

Heart, What, you'll love on, then ? 

Conſt, Yes, to Eternity. 

Heart. Yet you have no hopes at all ? 

Conſt. None. 

Heart. Nay, the Reſolution may be diſcreet enough ; 
perhaps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, that 
Love, like Virtue, is its own Reward : So you and your 
Miſtreſs will be as well content at a Diſtance, as others 
that have leſs Learning are in coming together, 

Conſt. No; but if the ſhould prove kind at laſt, my 
dear Heartfree—— [Embracing him. 

Heart. Nay, pr'ythee, don't take me for your Miſtreſs; 
for Lovers are very troubleſome. 

Conft, Well, who knows what Time may do? _- 

Heart. And juſt now he was ſure Time could do 
nothing. | 

Conſt. Yet not one kind Glance in two Years, is ſome» 
what Range: - IT, | 2 1 

Heart. Not ſtrange at all; ſhe don't li u, tha 
all the Buſineſs. | 4 

Conſt. Pr'ythee, don't diſtract me. 

Heart. Nay, you are a good handſome young Fellow, 
ſhe might uſe you better: Come, will you go ſee her? 
Perhaps ſhe may have chang'd her Mind; there's ſome 
Hopes as long as ſhe's a Woman. 

Conſt. O, tis in vain to viſit her! Sometimes to get a 
Sight of her, I viſit that Beaſt her Huſband; but ſhe cer- 
tainly finds ſome Pretence to quit the Room as ſoon as [ 
enter, | | 
Heart. Tis much ſhe don't tell him you have made 
Love to her too; for that's another good-natur'd thing 
uſual amongſt Women, in which they have ſeveral Ends. 
Sometimes 'tis to recommend their Virtue, that they may 
be lewd with the greater Security. Sometimes 't1s to 
make their Huſbands hight, in hopes they may be kill'd, 
when their Affairs require it ſhould be ſo: but molt com- 

monly 
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'monly *tis to engage two Men in a Quarrel, that they 
may have the Credit of being fought for ; and if the 
Eover's kill'd in the Buſineſs, they cry, Poor Fellow, be 
had ill Luck——and ſo they go to Cards. 

Conſt, Thy Injories to Women are not to be forgiven. 
Look to't, if ever thou doſt fall into their Hands 

Heart. They can't uſe me worſe than they do you, 
that ſpeak well of em. O ho! here comes the Knight. 


Enter Sir John Brute. 


Heart. Your humble Servant, Sir John. 

Sir Fohn, Servant, Sir. 

Heart, How does all your Family? 

Sir John, Pox o' my Family! 
Cent. How does your Lady ? I han't ſeen her abroad 
a good while. 

Str John. Do! J don't know how ſhe does, not I; 
ſhe was well enough Yelterday'; 31 han't been at home 
to-night, 

Conſt. What, were you out of Town ? 

Sir John. Out of Town! No, I was drinking. 

Cent. You are a true Engliſhman ; don't know your 
own Happineſs. If 1 were married to ſuch a Woman, I 
5 not be from her a Night for all the Wie in 

rYance. 

Sir 7chn. Not from her 1——"Oon5——what a time 
ould a Man have of that! 

Heart. Why, there's no Diviſion, I h 

Sir Fobn. No; but there's a Con on junction, and that's 
worſe; a Pox of the Parſon — Why the plague 
W t you two marry > I fancy I look like the Devil to 


. Why, you don't think you have Horns, 40 
you ? 

Sir Jebn. No, I believe my Wife's Religion will keep 
her honeſt. 
| 1 Ard what will make her keep her Religion ? 

Sir Jobn. Perſecution ; and therefore the ſhall have it. 


Heart, Have a care, Knight! Women are tender 
* 


Sir John. 
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Sir Fehn, And yet, methinks, tis a hard Matter to 
break their Hearts. 
Conſt. Fy, fy! You have one of the beſt Wives in the 
World, and yet you ſeem the moſt uneaſy Huſband. 
Sir Fohn. Belt Wives! The Woman's well enough; 
.ſhe has no Vice that I know of, but ſhe's a Wife, and 
—— damn a Wife! If I were married to a Hogſhead of 
Claret, Matrimeny would make me hate it. 
Heart. Why did you marry, tl 1? You were old 
enough to know your own Mind. ; 
Sir John, Why did I marry ? I married becaufe I had 
a mind to lie with her, and ſhe would not let me. 
Heart. Why did you not raviſh her? | 
Sir John, Yes, and ſo have hedg'd myſelf into forty 
Quarrels with her Relations, beſides buying my pardon : 
But more than all that, you muſt know, I was afraid of 
being damn'd in thoſe days: For I kept ſneaking, 
cowardly Company, Fellows that went to Church, ſaid 
Grace to their Meat, and had not the leaſt Tincture of 
Quality about them. IIs. e 
Heart. But L think you are got into a better Gang now ? 
Sir John. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rake and J are Hand 
and Glove: I believe we may get our Bones broke ta- 
gether to-night ; have you a mind to ſhare a Frolick ?! 
Conft. Not I, truly; my Talent lies to ſofter Exerciſes, 
Sir John. What, a Down-Bed and a Strumpet ? A 
pox of Venery, | ſay, Will you come and drink with 
me this Afternoon ? | 
Conſt. I can't drink to-day, but we'll come and fit an 
Hour with you, if you will. | 
Sir John. Phugh, Pox, fit an Hour! Why can't you 
drink ? | 
Const. Becauſe I'm to ſee my Miſtreſs. 
Sir John. Who's that ? 
Conſt, Why, do you ule to tell? 
Sir John. Yes. 
Conft. So won't I, 
Sir John. Why? 
Conſt. Becauſe tis a Secret, | 
Sir John. Would my Wife knew it, twould be no Se- 
cret long, 5 5 Conſt. 
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Conft. Why, do you think fhe can't keep a Secret? 
Sir John. No. more than ſhe can keep Lenz. 
Heart. Pr'ythee, tell it her to try, Conftant. ' 
Sir Jobn. No, pr'ythee, don't, that I mayn't be 
plagu'd with it. | 
Conf. 1'll hold you a Guinea you don't make her 
tell it you. | 1 
Sir Jobn. I'll hold you a Guinea I do. 
Conf, Which way! 
Sir Jobn. Why, I'll beg her not to tell it me. 
Heart. Nay, it any thing does it, that will. 
Conft. But do you think, Sir | 
| Sir John. Oons, Sir, I think a Woman and a Secret 
are the two impertinenteſt Themes in the Univerſe : 
'T herefore pray let's hear no more of my Wife, nor your 
Miſtreſs. Van 'em both with all my heart, and every 
thing elſe that daggles a Petticoat, except four generous 
Whores, with Berry Sands at the Head of em, who are 
drunk with my Lord Rake and I ten times in a Fortnight, 
++ {Exit Sir John. 
Cent. Here's a dainty Fellow for you! And the 
verieſt Coward too. But his Uſage of his Wife makes 
me ready to ſtab the Villain. | 
Heart. Lovers are ſhort-fighted : All their Senſes run 
into thatof Feeling. This Nena of his is the only 
thing on Earth can make your Fortune. If any thin 
can prevail with her to accept of a Gallant, tis his 1 
Uſage of her; for Women will do more for Revenge, 
than they'll do for the Goſpel, Pr'ythee, take heart, I 
have great hopes for you: And fince I can't bring you 
quite off of her, Flt endeavour to bring you quite on; for 
a whining Loveris the damn'deſt Companion upon Earth. 
Conſt. My dear Friend, flatter me a little more with 
theſe Hopes ; for whilſt they prevail, I have Heaven 
within me, and could melt with Joy. | 
Heart. Pray, no melting yet; let things go farther rſt. 
This afternoon, perhaps, we ſhall make ſome advance. 
In the mean while, let's go dine at Locket's, and let Hope 
get you a Stomach, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, 
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Enter Lady Fancyfull a Madamoiſelle. 


Lady Fan. ID you ever ſee any thing ſo importune, 
D Madamoiſelle ? 

Madam. Inteed, Matam, to ſay de trute, he wanted 
leetel Good- breeding. 

Lady Fan. Good- breeding! He wants to be caned, 
Madamoiſelle. An inſolent Fellow ! And yet let me ex- 
poſe my Weakneſs, tis the only Man on Earth I cou'd 
reſolve to diſpenſe my Favours on, were he but a fine 
Gentleman. Well! did Men but know how deep an 
Impreſſion a fine Gentleman makes in a Lady's Heart, 
they would reduce all their Studies to that of Good- 
breeding alone. 

| Enter Cornet. 


Cor. Madam, here's Mr. Treble. He has brought 
home the Verſes your Ladyſhip made, and gave him to 


ſet, 
Lady Fan. O, let him come in by all means, Now, 


Madamoi/elle, am I going to be unſpeakably happy. 


Enter Treble, 


So, Mr. Treble, you have ſet my little Dialogue ? 

Treb. Yes, Madam, and TI hope your Ladyſhip will 
be pleaſed with it. 

Lady Fan. O, no doubt on't ; for really, Mr. Treble, 
you ſet all things to a wonder: But your Muſick is in 
particular heavenly, - when you have my Words to 
clothe in't. 

Treb. Your Words themſelves, Madam, have ſo much 
Muſick in 'em, they inſpire me. 

Lady Fan. Nay, now you make me bluſh, Mr, Treble; 
but pray let's hear what you have done. 

Treb. You ſhall, Madam, 
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A SONG, to be ſung between a Man and a Woman, 
M. H lovely Nymph, the World's on fire; 
Veil, wel thoſe cruel Eyes: 
W. Te World may then in Flames expire, © 
And boaſt that ſo it dies, 
M. But when all Mortals are deſtroy'd, 1 . 
Who then ſball fing your Praiſe? 
W. Theſe who are fit to be employ'd: 
The Gods ſhall Altars raiſc. 


Treb, How does your Ladyſhip like it, Madam ? 
Lady Fan. Rapture, Rapture, Mr. Treble! I'm all 
Rapture! O Wit and Art, what Power have you when 
join'd ! I muſt needs tell you the Birth of this little Dia- 
logue, Mr. Treble. Its Father was a Dream, and its 
Mother was the Moon. 1 dream'd that by an unanimous 
Vote, I was choſen Queen of that pale World; and that 
the firſt time I appear'd upon my Throne all my 
Subjects fell in love with me. Juſt then I wak'd, and 
ſeeing Pen, Ink and Paper he idle upon the Table, I 
lid into my Morning-Gown, and writ. this ?mprompru. 
Treb. So 1 gueſs the Dialogue, Madam, is ſuppos'd - 
to be between your Majefly and your firſt Miniſter of 
State. | a wt | CI 
Lady Fan. Juſt: He, as Miniſter, adviſes me ſto 
trouble my Head about the Welfare of my Subjects ; 
which I, as Sovereign, find a very impertinent Propo- 
ſal. But is the Town ſo dull, Mr. Treble, it affords us 
never another new Song ? * . 
 Treb. Madam, I have one in my Pocket, came out 
but Yeſterday, if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to let Mrs, Pipe 
ſing it. | 
| 1 Fan. By all means. Here, Pipe, make what 
Muſick you can of this Song, here. 


„ 
1 


O T an Angel davells above, 
Half jo fair as her I love. 
Heaven knows, how ſhe'll receive me; ES - 
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i ſhe ſmiles, I'm bleft indeed; 
If jhe frowns, I'm quickly freed ; 
Heaven knows ſhe ne er can grieve me. 


II. 


Nane can love ber more than I. 

Yet (he ne er ſhall make me die. 

1f my Flame can never warm 

Laſting Beauty I'll adore ; 

T ſhall never love her more, 

Cruelty will fo deform her. 

Lady Fan. Very well: This is Heartfree's Poetry». 
without queſtion. | 

Treb. Won't your Ladyſhip pleaſe to ſing yourſelf 
this Morning ? | 

Lady Fan. O Lord, Mr. Treble, my Cold is ſtill fo 
barbarous to refuſe me that Pleaſure ! He, he, hem. 

- Treb. Pm very ſorry for it, Madam: Methinks all 
Mankind ſhould turn Phyſicians for the Cure on' t. 
Lady Fan. Why, truly, to give Mankind their due, 
there's few that know me but have offer'd their Remedy. 

Treb. They have reaſon, Madam; for I know no 
body ſings ſo near a Cherubim as your Ladyſhip. 

Lady 2 an. What I do, I owe chiefly to your Skill and 
Care, Mr. Treble. People do flatter me, indeed, that I 
have a Voice, and a Je- ne. ſcai guy in the Conduct of it, 
that will make Muſick of any thing. And truly I be- 

in to believe ſo, ſince what happen'd other Night: 
ou'd you think it, Mr. Treble? Walking pretty late in 
the Park, (for I often walk late in the Park, Mr Treble) 
a Whim took me to ſing Chewy Chaſe; and, wou'd you 
believe it? next Morning I had three Copies of Verſes, - 
and ſix Billet-doux at my Levee upon it. | 

Treb, And without all difpute = deſerv'd as many 
more, Madam. Are there any further Commands for. 
your Ladyſhip's humble Servant? 

Lady Fan. Nothing more at th's Time, Mr. Treb/r, 
But I ſhall expe& you here every Morning for this 
Month, to ſing my little Matter there to me, I'll re- 
ward you for your Pains, _ | 

Trib. - 
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Feb. O Lord, Madam 
Lady Fan, Good-marrow, ſweet Mr. Treble. 


Treb. Your Ladyſtip's moſt obedient Servant. 
[ Exit Treb, 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to dine yet? 

Lady Fan. Yes, let em ſerve, [Exit Servant. ] Sure 
this Heartfree has bewitch'd me, Madamoifelle, You 
can't imagine how oddly he mixt himſelf in my Thoughts 
during my Rapture een now, I vow tis a thouſand 
Pities he is not more poliſn'd: Don't you think o ? 

Madam, Matam, I tink it fo great pity, dat if I was 
in your Ladyſhip place, I take him home in my Houſe, 
I lock him up in my Cloſet, and I never let him go till 
I teach him every ting dat fine Laty expect from fine 
Gentelman. 

Lady Fan, Why, truly, I believe I ſhou'd ſoon ſubdue 
his Brutality ; for without doubt, he has a ſtrange Pen- 
chant to grow fond of me, in ſpite of his Averſion to the 
Sex, elſe he wou'd ne'er have taken ſo much Pains about 
me. Lord, how proud wou'd ſome poor Creatures be of 
ſuch a Conqueſt ! But I, alas! I don't know how to re- 
ceive as a Favour what I take to be ſo infinitely my 
Due. But what ſhall I do to new-mould him, Mada- 
motſelle? for till then he's my utter Averſion. 

Madam. Matam, you muſt laugh at him in all de place 
dat you meet him, and turn into de reticule all he ſay, 
and all he do. 

Lady Fan. Why, truly, Satire has ever been of wondrous 
uſe to reform Ill- manners. Beſides, tis my particular 
Talent to ridicule Folks. I can be ſevere, ſtrangely ſe- 
vere, when I will, Madomoi/elle—— Give me the Pen 
and Ink I find myſelf whimfical——F'l write to 
him——Or I'll let it alone, and be ſevere upon him 
that way | Sitting down to write, riſing up again.] —-Vet 
Active Severity is better than Paſlive. [Sitting dowwn.] 
—»»Tis as good let it alone, too; for every Laſh I give 
him, perhaps, he'll take for a Favour, | Ring. ]J—— Yet 


tis athouſand pities ſo much Satire ſhould be loſt. Sting] 
But 
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hut if it ſhou'd have a wrong Effect upon him, 
'twould diſtract me. ¶ Riſing] —— Well, | muſt write, 
tho”, after all, [Sitting]—--Or I'll let it alone, which is 


the ſame thing. [Ring.] 
Madam. La woila determinte. | [Exeunt, 


ACT III. 


S CE N E opens; Sir EY Lady brute 
and Belinda rift ing from the Table. 


Sir John, | take away the Things; 11 expeRt 
Company. But firſt bring me a Pipe; 

I'll ſmoak. [To a Servant, 

Lady Brute. Lord, Sir John, [ wonder you won't 
leave that naſty Cuſtom. 

Sir Jobn. Pr'ythee, don't be impertinent. 

Bel. [to Lady Brute. ] I wonder who thoſe People are 
he expects this Afternoon? 

Lady Brute. I'd give the World to know : Perhaps 
"tis Cerſtani—he comes here ſometimes; if it does prove 
him, I'm reſolv'd Pl ſhare the Viſit. : 

Bel. We'll ſend for our Work, and fit here. 

Lady Brute. He'll choak us with his Tobacco. 

Bel. Nothing will choak us when we are e doing what 
we have a mind to. Lewewell / 


Enter Lovewell. 


Lov. Madam, 

Lady Brute. Here ; bring my Couſin? s Work and mine 
hither, [Exit Lov. .and re- enters with their Work, 

Sir Jobn. Whu! Pox, can't you work ſomewhere elſe? 

Lædy Brute. We ſhall be careful nut to diſturb you, Sir. 

Bel. Your Pipe would make you too thoughtful, 
Uncle, if you were left alone; our Prittle- prattle will 
cure your Spleen. 


Vol. I. H Sir Jabs. © 
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Sir Jebn. Will it ſo, Mrs. Pert? Now I believe it will 
ſo increaſe it, [Setting and /moaking.] | ſhall take my own 
Houſe for a Paper-miall. 7 

Lady Brute. [to Bel. afide.] Don't let's mind him; let 
Lim ſay what he will. 

Sir John. A Woman's Tongue a Cure for the 
Spleen !—Oons—{[afde.] If a Man had got the Head. ach, 
they'd be for applying the ſame Remedy. 

Lady Brute. You have done a great deal, Belinda, 
ſince yeſterday. | 

Bel. Yes, I have work'd very hard; how do you 
like it? 

Lady Brute. O, tis the 2 Fringe in the World. 
Well, Couſin, you have the happieſt Fancy: Pr'ythee, 
adviſe me about altering my Crimſon Petticoat. | 
Sir Jobn. A Pox o' your Petticoat! Here's ſuch a Prat- 
ing, a Man can't digeſt his own Thoughts for you. 
Lady Brute. Don't anſwer him. [a/ide.)] Well, what 
do you adviſe me? 

Bl. Why, really, I would not alter it at all, Me- 
thinks tis very pretty as it is. 

Lady Brute. Ay, that's true: But you know one 
grows weary of the prettieſt things in the World, when 

one has had em long. 

Sir John. Ves, I have taught her that. 

Bel. Shall we provoke him a little ? 

Lady Brute. With all my Heart. Belinda, don't you 
Jong to be marry'd ? 

S.. Why, there are ſome things in it 1 could like 
well enough. 

Lady Brute, What do you think you ſhou'd diſlike ? 

Bel. My Huſband, a hundred to one elſe. 

Lady Brute, O ye wicked Wretch ! Sure you don't 
| ſpeak as you think? 

Bel, Yes, I do: eſpecially if he ſmoak'd Tobacco. 

Lie books earneſtly at em. 

22 Why, that many times takes off worſe 
Smel 8. 5 

Bel. Then he muſt ſmell very ill indeed. 

Lady Brute. So ſome Men will, to keep their Wives 
from coming near em. Bll. 
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Bel. Then thoſe Wives ſhou'd cuckold 'em at a diſ- 


tance, 


He riſes in a Fury, throws bis Pipe at em, and drives 
'em cut. As they run off, Conſtant and Heartfree enter. 
Lady Brute runs againſt Conſtant. | 


Sir John, *Oons, get you gone up Stairs, you confe- 

gerating Strumpets W. or PH cuckold you, with a Ven- 
eance! 

. Lady Brute. O Lord, he'll beat us, he'll beat us. 
Dear, dear Mr. Conftant, ſave us! [ Exeunt. 

Sir John. T'll cuckold you, with a Pox. 

Conſt, Heav'n! Sir John, what's the matter? 

Sir John. Sure, if Women had been ready 2 
the Devil, inſtead of being kick'd down into Hell, h 
been marry'd. | | 

Heart. Ns what new Plague have you found now ? 

Sir Jobn. Why, theſe two Gentlewomen did but hear 
me ſay, I expected you here this Afternoon; upon 
which they preſently reſolv'd to take up the Roam, o 
purpoſe to plague me and my Friends. 

Conſt. Was that all? Why, we ſhou'd have been glad 
of their Company. 4 

Sir John. Then I ſhould have been weary of yoursy 
for I can't reliſh both together. They found fault with 
my ſmoaking Tobacco, too; and ſaid Men ſtunk. But I 
have a good mind to ſay ſomething. a 

Conſt. No, nothing againſt the Ladies, pray. 

Sir John. Split the Ladies! Come, will fir 
down? Give us ſome Wine, Fellow: You won't {moak? 

Conſt. No; nor drink, neither, at this time -I muſt af 
your Pardon. | 

Sir John, What, this Miſtreſs of yours runs in your 
Head ! I'll warrant it's ſome ſuch ſqueamiſh Minx.as my 
Wife, that's grown ſo dainty of late, ſhe finds fault even 
with a dirty Shirt, 

Heart. That a Woman may do, and not be very 
dainty, neither. | | Ye 

Sir John, Pox o' the Women! lets drink. Come, you 

| H 2 | fall 
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mall take one Glaſs, tho? I'ſend for a Box of Lozenge; 
to fweeten your Mouth after i it, : 

Conft. Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, I'II drink 
I, without putting you to that Expence. 

Sir Fobn. Why, t at's honeſt; © Fill ſome Wine, Sir- 
rah: So here's to you, Gentlemen -A Wife's the De- 
vil. To your being both married. [They drink. 

Heart. O, ycur moſt humble Servant, Sir. 

Sir John. Well, how do you like my Wine? 

Conſt. Tis very good, indeed, 

Heart. "Tis : dmirable. 

Sir Tobn. Then give us t'other Glaſs. | 

Conf. No, pray excuſe us now : We'll come another 
time, and then e won't ſpare it. 

Sir John. This one Glaſs, and no more: Come, it 7 
ſhall be your Miſtreſs's Health: And that's a great 
Compliment from me, I aſſure you. 

. Conſt, And tis a * obliging one to me: So give us 
the Glaſſes. 80 | | 

Sir Fohn., 80 let hes line z 
j {Sir John . in the clas. 
Heart. 1 kind, | 


Conſt. What's the matter? Does it go the wrong 


* 
r John, If I had Love  expegh to be jealous, I ſhou'd 


25 for an ill Omen: For 1 never drank my Wife's 
Health in my Life, but I puk'd in the Glaſs, 

Conſt. O. ſhe's. tco virtuous to. make a reaſonable 
Man jcalous. 

Sir John, Pox of her Virtue! If I cou'd but catch her 
Adulterating, I might be divorc'd from her by Law. 

Heart. And ſo pay her a yearly Penſion, to be a di- 


Hingaild'd Cuckalg. my 
ster Servant. 


"$22 Sir, W my Lord Rake, Colonel Bull ly, and IT 
other enclemen. at the Blue-Poſts, deſire your Company. 

Sir John. Cod's fo, we are to conſult about playing 
the Devil to-night. 


Heart, Well, we won't hinder Buſineſs, 
Sir Jobn. 
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Sir Jobn. Methinks I don't know how to leave you, 
tho” ; But for once I muſt make bold. Or look you ; 
may be the Conference mayn't laſt long: So, if you'll 
wait here half an hour, or an hour; if T don't conte 


Fa. 


then Why, then——1 won't come at all. 
Hart. [to Conſt.] A good modeſt Propoſition, 225 
Conſt. But let's accept on't, however. Who knows 
what may happen ? eg Sues 496 hp e r 

Heart. Well, Sir, to ſhew you how fond we are of 
your Company, we'll expect your Return as long as we 
can. A 

Sir John. Nay, may be I mayn't ſtay at all. But Bu- 
ſineſs, you. know, muſt be done. So your Servant 
Or hark you, if you have a mind to take a Friſk with us, 
I have an Intereſt with my Lord; I can eaſily introduce 
ou. * 
f Conſt. We are much beholden to you; but for my 
part, I'm engag'd another way. | __ 

Sir John. What! to your Miſtreſs, ' I'1] Warrant. 
Pr'ythee, leave yournaiy Funt to entertain herſelf with 
ber own lewd. Thoughts, and make one with us to-night. 

Conſt. Sir, 'tis Buſineſs that is to employ me. 

Heart, And me; and Buſinefs muſt be done, yon 
know, 

Sir John. Ay, Women's Buſineſs, tho“ the World 
were conſum'd for't. [Exit Sir John. 
Conſt. Farewel, Beaſt ! And now, my dear Friend, 
would my Miſtreſs be but as complaiſant as ſome Men's 
Wives, who think it a piece of good Breeding to receive 
the Viſits of their Huſband*s Friends in his Abſence! 

Heart. Why, for your ſake I could forgive her, tho? 
ſhe ſhould be ſo complaiſant to receive ſomething ele in 
his Abſence, But what way ſhall we invent to ſee her? 

Conſt. O, ne'er hope it: Invention will prove as vain 
as Wiſhes. . 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. | 


Heart. What do you think now, Friend? 
Conft, I think I ſhall ſwoon, 
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Heart. I'll ſpeak firſt, then, whilſt you fetch breath. 
| Lady Brute. We think ourſelves oblig'd, Gentlemen, 
to comeand return you thanks for your Knight-Errantry, 
We were juſt upon being devour'd by the fiery Dragon. 
Bel. Did not his Fumes almoſt knock you down, Gen- 
tlemen? | 
Heart. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome Hard- 
ſhips; and ſhould have done more, if ſome greater He- 
roes than ourſelves, hard by, had not diverted him. 
Caf. Tho) I'm glad of the Service you are pleas'd 
to ſay we have done you, yet I'm ſorry we could do it 
in no other way, than by making ourſelves privy to 
what you would perhaps have kept a Secret. 

Lady Brute, For Sir John's part, I ſuppoſe he deſign'd 
it no Secret, ſince he made ſo much Noiſe. And for 
myſelf, truly I'm not much concern'd, fince *tis fallen 
only into this Gentleman's Hands and yours; who, 1 
have many Reaſons to believe, will neither interpret 
nor report any thing to my diſadvantage. 

Con. Your goud Opinion, Madam, was what J 
fear'd I never could have merited. 

Lady Brute, Your Fears were vain, then, Sir ; fot 
I'm juſt to every body. 

Heart. Pr'ythee, Conſtant, what is't you do to get 
the Lady's good Opinions ? for I'm a Nevice at ir. 
Bel. Sir, will you give me leave to inſtruct you? 

Heart. Yes, that I will, with all my Soul, Madam. 

Bel. Why, then, you muſt never be ſlovenly, never be 
out of humour, fare well and cry Roaſt- . eat, ſmoak 
Tobacco, nor drink but when you re dy. 

Heart. That's hard. 

Conft. Nay, if you take his Bottle from him, you 
break his Heart, Madam. 

Bel. Why, is it poſſible the Gentleman can love 
Driaking ? 

Heart. Only by way of Antidote. 

Bel. Againſt what, pray? 

Heart. Againſt Love, Madam. 

Lady Brute. Are you afraid of oy bs Love, Sir ? 

Heart. I ſhould, if there were any Danger of it. 
Lady Brute. 
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Lady Brute. Pray why ſo? 

Heart. Becauſe I always had an Averſion to being 
us'd like a Dog. | 

Bel. Why, truly, Men in Love are ſeldom us'd better. 

Lady Brute, But was you never in Love, Sir? 

Heart. No, I thank Heav'n, Madam. 

Bel. Pray, where got you your Learning, then ? 

Heart. From other People's Expence. 

Bel. That's being a Spunger, Sir, which is ſcarce 
honeſt : If you'd buy ſome Experience with your own 
Money, as *twould be fairlier got, ſo twould ſtick 
longer by you. 

Enter Footman, 


Foot. Madam, here's my Lady Fancyfull, to wait upon 
your Ladyſhip. 

Lady Brute, Shield me, kind Heaven! What an In- 
undation of Impertinence is here coming upon us 


Enter Lady Fancyfull, who runs firft to Lady Brute, 
then to Belinda, #4i{/ing em. 


Lady Fan. My dear Lady Brute, and ſweet Belinda, 
methinks tis an Age ſince I ſaw you. ; 

Lady Brute, Yet 'tis but three Days; ſure you have 
paſ.'d your time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you, 

Lady Fan, Why, really, to confeſs the truth to you, 
I am ſo everlaſtingly fatigu'd with the Addreſſes of un- 
fortunate Gentlemen, that, were it not for the Extra- 
vagancy of the Example, I ſhou'd e'en rear out theſe. 
wicked Eyes with my own Fingers, to make both myſelf 
and Mankind eaſy. What think you on't, Mr. Heart- 
free, for I take you to be my faithful Adviſer ? 

Heart. Why, truly, Madam l think—every Project 
that is for the good of Mankind ought to be encourag d. 

Lady Fan. Then ] have your Conſent, Sir ? 

Heart. To do whatever you pleaſe, Madam. 

Lady Fan. You had a much more limited Complai- 
ſance this Morning, Sir. Would you believe it, Ladies? 
The Gentleman has been fo exceeding generous, to 

H 4 | tell 
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tell me of above fifty Faults, in leſs time than it was 
well poſſible for me to commit two of em. . 

Conft, Why, truly, Madam, my Friend there is apt to 
be ſomething familiar with the Ladies. 

Lady Fan. He is, indeed, Sir; but he's wondrous 
charitable with it: He has had the Goodneſs to deſign a 
Reformation, even down to my Fingers. ends. 
*T was thus, I think, Sir, [Opening her fingers in an auk- 
ward manner. ] you'd have had *em itand. — My Eyes, too, 
he did not like: How was't you wou'd have directed 
'em? Thus, I think, [ Sraring at him ]—T hen there was 
ſomething amiſs in my Gait, too : I don't know well how 
*twas; but as I take it, he would have bad me walk like 
bim. Pray, Sir, do me the Favour to take a turn or 
two about the Room, that the Company may ſee you.— 
He's ſullen, Ladies, and won't. But, to make ſhort, 
and give you as true an Idea as I can of the matter, I 
think *twas much about this Figure, in general, he would 
have moulded me to: But I was an obſtinate Woman, 
and could not reſolve to make myſelf Miſtreſs of his 
Heart, by growing as aukward as his Fancy, 

[ She walks aukwardly about, flaring and looking ungain- 
ly, then changes en a ſudden to the Extremity of ber 
wual Aﬀetation. | | 
Heart. Juſt thus Women do, when they think we-are 

in love with 'em, or when they are fo with us. 

Here Conſtant and Lady Brute talk together apart. 

Lady Fan. Twould, however, be leſs Vanity for me to 
conclude the former, than you the latter, Sir. 

- Heart. Madam, all 1 ſhall preſume to conclude, is, 
That if 1 were in love, you'd find the means to make me 
ſocn weary on't. 

Lady Fan. Not by Over-fondneſs, upon my Word, 
Sir. But pray let's ſtop here; for you are ſo much go- 
vern'd by Inſtinct, I know you'll grow brutith at laſt. 

Bel. | afide.) Now am I ſure ſhe's fond of him: II! 

to make her jealous. Well, for my part, I ſhould be 
glad to find ſome-body would be ſo free with me, that [ 
might know my Faults, and mend 'em. 


Lad; Fan, 
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Lady Fan, Then pray let me recommend this Gentle- 
man to you : I have known him ſome time, and will be 
Surety for him, that upon a very limited Encouragement 
on your ſide, you ſhall find an extended Impudence on his. 

Heart. I thank you, Madam, for your Recommenda- 
tion: But hating Idleneſs, I'm unwilling to enter into 
a Place where | believe there would be nothing to do. I 
was fond of ſerving your Ladyſhip, becauſe I knew 
you'd find me conſtant Employment. 

Lady Fan, | told you he'd be rude, Belinda. 

Bel. O, a little Bluntneſs is a ſign of Honeſty, which 
makes me always ready to pardon it. So, Sir, if you 
have no other Exceptions to my Service, but the fear of 
being idle in it, you may venture to lift yourſelf: 1 ſhall 
find you Work, 1 warrant you. 

Heart. Upon thoſe Terms I engage, Madam; and 
this (with your leave) I take for Earneſt. 

nn | [Ofering ta kiſs her Hand. 

Bel. Hold there, Sir; I'm. none of your Earneſt-givers. 
But if I'm well ſerv'd, I give. good Wages, and pay 
punQually, . .. | | 

[Heartf. and Bel. /cem to continue talking familiarl;.. 

Lady Fan. [afide.) l don't like this jeſting between 
'em Methinks the Fool begins to look as if he were in 
earneſt — — Bat then he mult be a Fool, indeed. 
Lard, what a Difference there is between me and her 
[ Looking at Bel. ſcornfully] How I ſhoy'd deſpiſe ſuch: a 
Thing, if I were a Man! -- What a Noſe the has! 
What a.Chin—---What a Neck!—--Then her Eyes--— 
And the worlt kiſſing Lips in the Univerſe—--No,. no, 
he can. never like her, that's poſitive—--Yer I can't 
ſuffer 'em together any longer. Mr. Heartfree, do you. 
kroy that you and I muſt have no Quarrel for all this ? 
1caw't forhear being a little ſevere no and then: But 
Women, you, know, may be allowed any thing. 

Heart. Up to a certain Age, Madam. 

Lady Fan. Which I'm not yet paſt, I hope. 

H ars. [afide.] Nor never will, I dare ſwear. 

Lady Fan. [to Lady Brute.] Come, Madam, will yaur 
I a.lyſhip be Witneſs to our Reconciliation ? _ 

| Bos : 3; Lady. Brule. 
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Lady Brute. You agree, 1 at laſt? 

Heart. | flightingly. | We forgive. 

Lady Fan, Tafide.] hat ws Tesla, ill-natur'd Reply, 

Lady Brute. Then there's no Challenges ſent between 

u? | 

Heart. Not from me, I promiſe. [a/ide to Conſtant.] 
But that's more than I'll do for her; for I know ſhe can 
as well be damn'd as forbear writing to me. 

Conft. That I believe. But I think we had beſt be go- 
ing, leſt ſhe ſhould ſuſpect ſomething, and be malicious, 

Heart. With all my heart. 

Conſt. Ladies, we are your humble Servants. I ſee Sir 
Jobn is quite engag*d, twould be in vain to expect him. 
Come, 22 [ Exit. 

Heart. Ladies, your Servant. [To Belinda.] 1 hope, 
Madam, you won't forget our Bargain; I'm to ſay what 
I pleaſe to you. | [Exit Heartfree, 

Bel. Liberty of Speech entire, Sir. | 

| Lady Fan. Lb.] Very pretty truly—But how the 
Blockhead went -out—languiſhing at her, and not a 
Look toward me !—Well, Churchmen may talk, but 
Miracles are not ceas'd. For 'tis more than natural, 
ſuch a rude, Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Impertinent 
as ſhe, ſhould be capable of making a Woman of my 
Sphere uneaſy. But I can bear her fight no longer — 
methinks ſhe's grown ten times uglier than Corner, I 
muſt home, and ſtudy Revenge. [To Lady Brute] Ma- 
dam, your humble Servant; I muſt take my leave. 

Lady Brute. What, going already, Madam ? 

Lady Fan. ] muſt beg you'll excuſe me this once; for 
really I have eighteen Viſits to return this Afternoon: 
7 you ſee Pm 1mportun'd by the Women as well as the 

en. | 

Bel. [afide.] And ſhe's quits with them both. 

Lady Fan. [going] Nay, you ſhan't go one Step out 
of the Room. - . 

Lady Brute. Indeed I'll wait upon you down. 

Lady Fan, No, ſweet Lady Brute, you know I ſwoon 
at Ceremony, 

Lady Brute. Pray give me leave, 

Lady Fan. You know I won't, Lady Brute. 
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Lady Brute. Indeed I muſt, 
Lady Fan. Indeed you ſhan't. 
Lady Brute. Indeed I will. 
Lady Fan. Indeed you ſhan't. 


Lady Brute. Indeed I will. 
Lady Fan. Indeed you ſhan't. Indeed, indeed, in- 


deed you ſhan't, [Exit Lady Fan. running ; they follow, 


Re-enter Lady Brute ſola. 


This impertinent Woman has put me out of Humour 
for a Fortnight What an agreeable Moment has 
her fooliſh Viſit interrupted! Lord, how like a Torrent 
Love flows into the Heart, when once the Sluice of De- 


fire is open'd ! Good Gods! What a Pleaſure there is 
in doing what we ſhould not do! | 
Re-enter Conſtants 


Ha! here again ? | 
Con. Tho' the renewing my Viſit may ſeem a little 
irregular, I hope I ſhall obtain your Pardon for it, Ma- 
dam, when you know I only left the Room, leſt the La- 
dy who was here ſhould have been as malicious in her 
Remarks as ſhe's fooliſh. in her Conduct. 

Lady Brute. He who has Diſcretion enough to he 
tender of a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue about 
him may atone for a great many Faults. 

Conſt. If it has a Title to atone for any, its Pretenſions 
' muſt needs be ſtrongeſt where the Crime is Love. I 

therefore hope I ſhall be forgiven the Attempt I have 
made upon your Heart, ſince my Enterprize has been a 
Secret to all the, World but yourſelf, 

Lady Brute. Secrecy, indeed, in Sins of this kind, is 
an Argument of weight to leſſen the Puniſhment ;. but 
nothing's a Plea for a Pardon entire, without a ſincere 
Repentance. | 

Conſt, If Sincerity in Repentance conſiſts in Sorrow 
for oftending, no Cloyſter ever inclos'd ſo true a Penitent 

as I ſhould be. But I hope it cannot be reckon'd an 
Offence to love where 'tis.a Duty to adore; 

Lady Brute. Tis an Offence, a great one, where it 
would rob a Woman of all ſhe ought to be ador'd for — 
her Virtue, "06-6 Coat. 
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Conſt. Virtue ? —— Virtue, alas! is no more like the 
thing that's call'd ſo, than *tis like Vice itſelf.” Virtue 
conſiſts in Goodneſs, Honour, Gratitude, Sincerity, and 
Pity ; and not in peeviſh, ſnarling, ſtrait. lac'd Chaſtity, 
True Virtue, whereſoever it moves, fill carries an in- 
trinſick Worth about it, and is in every Place, and in 
each S x, of equal Value. So is not Continence, you 
ſee: That Phantom of Honour, which Men in every 
Age have ſo cantemned, they have thrown it * 
the Women to ſcrabble for. 

Lady Brute. If it be a thing of fo little Value, 
why ; you ſo earneſtly recommend it to your Wives 
and Daughters? 

Con. We recommend it to our Wives, Madam, be- 
cauſe we wou'd keep 'em to ourſelves; and to our 
Daughters, becauſe we wou'd diſpoſe of em to others. 

Lady Brute. Tis, then, of ſome Importance, it ſeems, 
fince you can't diſpoſe of them without it. 

| Conſt; That [mportance, Madam, lies in the Humour 
of the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing. 
Lady Brute. How do you prove that, Sir? 

Conſt. From the Wiſdom of a neighbouring Nation 
in a contrary Practice. In Monarchies, things 
Whimſy; ; but Commonwealths weigh all things in the 
Scale of Reaſon. 

Lady Brute. | hope we are not fo very light a People, 
ro bring up Faſhions without ſome ground. 

| Conſt, Pray what does your Lady ſhip think of a pow- 
det d Coat for deep Mourning ? 

Tach Brute. I'think," Sir, your Sophiſtry has all the 
effect that you can reaſonably we cats it n have; it 
ales; but don't convince! 

"Conſt. I'm ſorry for it. | 

Lady Brute. I'm ſorry to hear you ſay o. 

Conſt. Pray why? 

Lady Brute. Becauſe, if you expected more from it, 
you have a worſe Opinion of Bu than 1 
deſire you ſhould have. 

Conft, [afede.] I comprehend her: She would have me 
ſet 4 Value upon her Chaſtity, that I might think 2. 

{el 
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ſelf the more oblig'd to her when ſhe makes me a Pre- 
ſent of it, [70 ber | beg you will believe I did but rally, 
Madam; I know you judge too well of Right and 
Wrong, to be deceiv'd by Arguments like thoſe. I 
hope you'll have ſo favourable an Opinion of my Un- 
derſtanding too, to believe the thing call'd Vartue has 
Worth enough with me, to paſs for an eternal Obliga- 
tion where'er 'tis ſacrific'd. 

Lady Brute. It is, I think, ſo great a one as nothing 

can repay. | 
Conſt, Ves; the making the Man you love your ever- 
laſting Debtor, | 
Lady Brute. When Debtors once have borrow'd all we 
have to lend, they are very apt to grow ſhy of their Cre- 
ditors' Company. 
Conſt, That, Madam, is only when they are forc'd to 
borrow of Uſurers, and not of a generous Friend. Let 
us chooſe our Creditors, and we are ſeldom ſo ungrate- 
ful to ſhun 'em. 

Lady Brute. What think you of Sir Jah, Sir? I was 
his free Choice, 

Conſt. I think he's married, Madam. 

Lady Brute. Does Marriage, then, exclude Men from 
your Rule of Conſtancy ? 

Conſt. It does. Conſtancy's a brave, free, haughty, 
generous Agent, that cannot backlz to the Chains of 
Wedlock. There's a poor ſordid Slavery in Marriage, 
that turns the flowing Tide of Honour, and ſinks us wo 
the loweſt Ebb of * Be Tis a corrupted Soil: II- 

Nature, Avarice, Sloth, Cowardice, and Dirt, are all its 
Product. | | 

Lady Brute. Have you no Exceptions to this general 
Rule, as well as to t'other ? 

Conſt. Ves; I would, after all, be an Exception to it 
myſelf, if you were ſree in Power and Will to make me 
{o, | 1 

Lady Brute, Compliments are well plac'd where tis 

impoſuble to lay hold on em. 1 
Conft, I wou'd to Heaven 'twere poſſible for you to 
lay hold on mine, that you might ſee it is no Compli- 
ment 
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ment at all. But fince you are already diſpos'd of, be- 
yond Redemption, to one whodoes not know the Value 
of the Jewel you have put into his Hands, I hope you 
wou'd not think him greatly wrong'd, tho' it ſhould 
ſometimes be look'd on by a Friend, who knows how 
to eſleem it as he ought, | 

Lady Brute. If hoking on't alone wou'd ſerve his turn, 
the Wrong, perhaps, might not be very great. 

Conft, Why, what if he ſhou'd wear it now and then 
a _— he gave good Security to bring it home again 
at Night ? | | 

8 Brute. Small Security, I fancy, might ſerve for 
that. One might venture to take his Word. 

Conſt. Then, where's the Injury to the Owner? 

| Lady Brute. Tis an Injury to him, if he think it one. 
For it Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, Unhappineſs 
muſt be ſo too. 

* Conft, Here I cloſe with you, Madam, and draw my 
concluſive Argument from your own Poſition : If the 
Injury he in the Fancy, there needs nothing but Secrecy 
to prevent the Wrong. 

Lady Brute. [going.] A ſurer way to prevent it, is to 
hear no more Arguments in its behalf. 

Conſt. | following her.] But, Madam | 

Lady Brute. But, Sir, *tis my turn to be diſcreet now, 
and not ſuffer too long a Viſit, 

Conft, [catching her 2 By Heaven, you ſhz!l not 
ſtir, till you give me hopes that I ſhall ſee you again at 
ſome more convenient Time and Place 

Lady Brute. I give you juſt hopes enough —— [ 5reak- 
ing from bim. ] to get looſe from you: and that's all I 
can afford you at this time, [Exit running. 

, 1 Conſtant folus. 05 7 

Now, by all that's great and , ſhe is a charming 
Woman 7 In what Extaſy of 5 de has left me For 
ſhe gave me Hope, did ſhe not ſay ſhe gave me Hope ? 
— Hope! Ay: what Hope? Enough to make me let her 

o—Why, that's enough in Conſcience. Or, no matter 
ow *rwas ſpoke : Hope was the Word: it came from 
her, and it was ſaid to me. Eater 
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Enter Heartfree. 


Ha, Hearifree ! Thou haſt done me noble Service in 
prattling to the young Gentlewoman without there; 
come to my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me 
ſqueeze thee [ Embracing him eagerly] as a new Pair of 
Stays does a fat Country Girl, when ſhe's- carried to 
Court to ſtand for a Maid of Honour, 

Heart, Why, what the Devil's all this Rapture for ? 

Conſt, Rapture! There's ground for Rapture, Man; 
there's Hopes, my Heartftee, Hopes, my Friend! 

Heart. Hopes ! of what ? 

Conſt. Why, Hopes that my Lady and I together 
(for *tis more than one Body's Work) ſhould make Sir 
Jobn a Cuckold. 

Heart, Pr'ythee, what did ſhe ſay to thee ? 

Conſt. Say? What did ſhe not 472 She ſaid that 
ſays ſhe—ſhe ſaid—Zoons, I don't know what ſhe ſaid ; 
but ſhe look'd. as if ſhe ſaid every thing I'd have her. 
And fo, if thou'lt go to the Tavern, I'Il treat thee with 
any thing that Gold can buy; P11 give all my Silver 
amongft the Drawers, make a 4 the Door; 
ſay the Plenipo's have ſign'd the Peace, and the Bank of 
England's grown honeſt, Ixeunt. 


. 
n * — 


SCENE opens; Lord Rake, Sir John, Cc. 
at a Table, drinking, 


All. UZZ A! | 
Lord Rake, Come, Boys, charge again 

So—Confuſion to all Order! Here's Liberty of Con- 
ſcience, 

All. Huzza ! 

Lord Rake: [il fing you a Song I made this Morning 
to this purpoſe. | | 

Sir John. Tis wicked, I hope. | 

Col. Bully. Don't my Lord tell you he made it ? 

Sir Job. Well, then, let's ha't. 1 
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Lord Rake Sings. 


: 
* HAT a Pother of late 
Hawe they kept in the State, 
About ſetting our Conſciences free ! 
A Boitle has more 
| Diſpenſations in fßore, 
Than the King and the State can decree. 
Il. 
When my Head's full of Wine, 
1 &erflew with Defign, 
And know no Penal-Laws that can curb me : 
Whate'er I deviſe 
Seems good in my Eyes, 
And Religion ne er 0 „ to diſturb me. 
l, 
No fancy Remor/e 
Intrudes in my Courſe, 
Nor impertinent Notions of Exil; 
So there's Claret in ſtore, 
In Peace I've my Whore, 
And in Peace I jog on to the Devil. 


All ſing. So there's Claret, &c, 


Lord Rake. [Rep.] And in Peace I jog on to the . 
Well, how do you like it, Gentlemen! | 

* lt O, admirable! . 

Sir 7 bn. I would not give a Fig for a Song that is 
not full of Sin and Impudence. 

Lord Rake, Then my Muſe is to your Taſte. But 
drink away ; the Night ſteals. upon us ; we ſhall want 
Time to be lewd in. Rey, Page Sally c out, Sirrah, and 
ſee what's doing in he Camp ; we'll beat up their 

Quarters 8 V. 

age. I'll bring your Loidlhip : an exact Account. 
[Exit Page. 
Lord Rake. Now | let the Spirit of Clary go round. 
Fill me a Frimmer. Here's to our Forlorn Hope. Cou- 


rage, Knight, Victory attends you. 
"OT N Sir Jebn. 
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Sir John, And Laurels ſhall crown me; drink away, 
and be damn'd. | "4 | 

Lord Rake. Again, Boys; tother Glaſs, and damn 
Morality. | 8 

Sir Febn. | drunk.) Ay damn Morality—and damn 
the Watch. And let the Conſtable be married. | 

Al. Huzza ! 


Re-enter Page. 


Lord Rake, How are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah ? 

Page. My Lord, 'tis Sunday-night; they are full of 
drunken Citizens. 

Lord Ra le. Along, then, Boys, we ſhall have a Feaſt, 

Col. Bully. Along, noble Knight, 

Sir John, Ay—— along, Bully ; and he that ſays Sir 
John Brute is not as drunk and as religious as the 
drunkeneſt Citizen of them all—1s a Liar, and the Son 
of a Whore, 

Cel. Bully. Why, that was bravely ſpoke, and like a 
free-born Engliſhman. 

Sir Jobn. What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an 
Engliſhman or a Frenchman ? | 

Cel. Bully, Zoons, you are not angry, Sir? 

Sir Jobn. Zoons, 1 am angry, Sir —— for if I'm a 
free-born Engliſhman, what have you to do even to 
talk of my Pnvileges ? 

Lord Rake. Why, pr'ythee, Knight, don't quarrel here; 
leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day-light; let 
the Night be employ'd againſt the publick Enemy. 
Sir ohn, My Lord, 1 reſpect you becauſe you are a 
Maa of Quality. Bat I'll make that Fellow know, I 
am within a Hair's breadth as abſolute by my Privileges, 
as the King of France is by his Prerogative, He by his 
Prerogative takes Money where it is not his due; I by 
my Privilege refuſe paying it where I owe it. Liberty 
and Property, and O/d England, Huzza ! 

All. Huzza! [ Exit ir john reeling, all following bim. 


SCENE 
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SCENE, A Bed- Chamber. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 
Lady Brute. Q UR E'tis late, Belinda; I begin to be 
ſleepy. 


Bel. Ves, tis near Twelve. Will you go to Bed ? 

Lady Brute. To Bed, my Dear? And by that time 
Jam fallen into a ſweet Sleep (or perhaps a ſweet Dream, 
which is better and better) Sir John will come home 
roaring drunk, and be overjoy'd he finds me in a Con- 
dition to be diſturb'd. Fs 

Bel. O, you need not fear him; he's in for all 
Night. The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with my 
Lord Rake. | 

Lady Brute Nay, 'tis not very likely, indeed, ſuch 
ſuitable Company ſhould part preſently. What Hogs 
Men turn, Belinda, when they grow weary of Women ! 
| * — 757 what Owls they are, whilſt they are fond 
of 'em 

Lady Brute. But That we may forgive well enough, 

becauſe they are ſo upon our accounts. 
Biel. We ought to do fo, indeed; but tis a hard mat - 
ter. For when a Man is really in love, he looks ſo un- 
ſufferably filly, that tho' a Woman lik'd him well 
enough before, ſhe has then much ado to endure the 
Sight of him: And this I rake to be the Reaſon why 
Lovers are ſo generally ill-us'd. 

Lady Brute. Well, I own, now, I'm well enough 
pleaſed to ſee a Man look like an Aſs for me. 

Bel. Ay, I'm pleas'd he ſhould look like an Aſs, 
too;—that is, I'm pleaſed with myſelf for making him 
look fo. | 

Lady Brute. Nay, truly, I think if he'd find ſome other 
way to expreſs his Paſſion, *twould be more to his ad- 
vantage, 

Bel. Ves; for then a Woman might like his Paſſion 
and him too. 

Lady Brute. Yet, Belinda, after all, a Woman's = 

FAST a 
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would be but a dull Buſineſs, if it were not for Men; 
and Men that can look like Aﬀes, too. We ſhou'd ne- 
ver blame Fate for the ſhortneſs of our Days; our lime 
would hang wretchedly upon our Hands, 

Bel. Why, truly, they do help us off with a good ſhars 
on't ; For were there no Men in the World, o'my Con- 
ſcience, I ſhou'd be no longer a-drefling than I'm a- ſay- 
ing my Prayers; nay, tho' it were Sunday: For you 
know that one may go to Church without Stays on. 
Lady Brute. But don't you think Emulation might do 
ſomething ? For every Woman you ſee deſires to be 
finer than her Neighbour, | 
Bel. That's only that the Men may like her better 
than her Neighbour. No, if there were no Men, adieu 
fine Petticoats, we ſhould be weary of wearing 'em. 
Lady Brute. And adieu Plays, we ſhould be weary of 
ſecing 'em. 
Bel. Adieu Hyde Park, the Duſt would choak us. 
Lady Brute, Adieu St. James's, walking would tire us. 
Bel. Adieu London, the Smoke would ſtifle us. | 
Lady Brute. And adieu going to Church, for Reli- 
gion wou'd ne'er prevail with us. | 
Both. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! | 
Bel. Our Confeſſion is ſo very hearty, ſure we merit 
Abſolution. | 
Lady Brute. Not unleſs we go thro? with't, and con- 
feſs all. So, pr'ythee, for the Eaſe of our Conſciences, 
let's hide nothing. 
Bel. Agreed. ; 
Lady Brute, Why, then, I confeſs, that I love to fit in 
the Fore-front of a Box; for if one fits behind, there's 
two Acts gone, perhaps, before one's found out. And 
when I am there, if I perceive the Men whiſpering and 
looking upon me, you muſt know I cannot for my 
Life forbear thinking they talk to my. Advantage ; and 
that ſets a thouſand Firtle tickling Vanities on foot 
Bel. Juſt my Caſe, for all the World; but go on. 
Lady Brute. I watch with Impatience for the next Jeſt 
in the Play, that I might an and ſhew my white 


Teeth, If the Poct has been dull, and the jeſt be long 
| | a-coming, 
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a- coming, I pretend to whiſper one to my Friend, and 
from thence fall into a little ſmall Diſcourſe, in which 
I take occaſion to ſhew my Face in all Humours, britk, 
pleas'd, ſerious, melancholy, languiſhing—— Not that 
what we ſay to one another cauſes any of theſe altera- 
tions. But * | | | 
Bel. Don't trouble yourſelf to explain. For if I'm 
not milaken, you and I have had ſome of theſe neceſ- 
fary Dialogues beſore now with the ſame Intention. 
Lady Brute. Why, I ſwear, Belinda, ſome People do 
give ſtrange agreeable Airs to their Faces in ſpeak- 
ing. Tell me true Did you never practiſe in the Glaſs ? 
Sal. Why, did you? F | 
Laa Brute. Yes, faith, many a tine. 
Bel. And I too, I own it; both how to ſpeak my- 
ſelf, and how to look when others ſpeak. But my Glaſs 
and I could never yet agree what Face I ſhould make 
when they come blunt out with a naſty thing in a Play: 
For all the Men preſently look upon the Women, that's 
certain: ſo laugh we muſt not, tho” our Stays. burſt 
fort, becauſe that's telling Truth, and owning we un- 
derſtand the Jeſt. . And to look ſerious is ſo dull; when 
the whole Houſe is a laughing — a 
. Lady Brute. Beſides, that looking ſerious does really 
betray our Knowledge in the matter, as much as laugh- 
ing with the Company would do: For if we did not 
44 the thing, we ſhou'd naturally do like other 
eople. | {| IRA, . 
Bel. For my part, I always take that occaſion to blow 
mu:Naſe. + ron. 8 * 
Lady Brute, You muſt blow your Noſe half off, then, at 
ſome Plays. | | | 
Eel Why don't ſome Reformer or other be at the 
Poet for't? | 
Lady Brute. Becauſe he is not ſo ſure of our private 
Approbation, as of our publick Thanks. Well, ſure 
there 15 not x 0 Earth ſo impertinent a thing as 
Vomen's Modeſty. | 
Bel Ves: Men's Fantaſque, that obliges us to it. If 


we quit our Modeſly, they ſay we loſe our Charms : 
| | an 
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and yet they know that very Modeſty is Affectation, and 
rail at our Hypocriſy. _ 

Lady Brute, Thus, one would think twere a hard mat- 
ter to pleaſe em, Niece ; yet our kind Mother Nature 
has given us ſomething that makes amends for all, Let 
our Weakneſs be what it will, Mankind will ſtill be 
weaker ; and whilſt there 1s a World, 'tis Woman that 
will govern it. But, pr'ythee, one Word of poor Con- 
ſtant before we go to bed, if it be but to furniſh mat- 
ter for Dreams : I dare ſwear he's talking of me now, cr 
thinking of me at leaſt, tho” it be in the middle of has 
Prayers, . 458k | 

Bel. So he ought, I think ; for you were pleas'd to 
make him a good round Advance to-day, Madam. 

Lady Brute, Why, | have e' en plagu'd him enough to 
ſatisfy any reaſonable Woman: He has beſieg'd me 
theſe two Years, to no purpoſe. | 

Bel. And if he befieg'd you two Years more, he'd be 
wy enough pay'd, ſo ; had the plundering of you at 

alt. A bee | 
Lady Brute. That may be; but I'm afraid the Town 
won't be able to hold out much longer: for to confeſs 
the Truth to you, Belinda, the Garriſon begins to grow 
mutinous. | | | 

Bel. Then the ſooner you capitulate, the better, 

Lady Brute, Yet, methinks, I wou'd fain ſtay a little 
longer to ſee you ſix'd too, that we might ſtart together, 
and ſee who cou'd love longeſt. What think you, if 
[learifree fnou'd have a Month's Mind to yon ? | 

Bel. Why, *faith, I cou'd almoſt be in love with him 
for deſpiſing that fcoliſh, affected Lady Fancyfull; but 
I'm afraid he's too cold ever to warm himſelf by my Fire. 

Lady Brute. Then he deſerves to be froze to death. 
Wou'd I were a Man for your ſake, dear Rogue! 
[King wo | 255 

Bel. You'd wiſh yourſelf a Woman again for your own, 
or the Men are miſtaken, But if 1 cou'd make Con- 
queſt of this Son of Bacchus, and rival his Bottle, 
what ſhou'd I do with him? He has no Fortune, I 
can't marry him : and ſure you wou'd not have me com- 
mit Fornication ? Lady Brute. 
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| Lady Brute. Why, if you did, Child, twould be but 
a good friendly part; if twere only to keep me in coun- 
tenance whilſt I commit you know what, 

Bel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve you that way, I 
may og ſome other, as much to your Satisfaction. 
But pray how ſhall we contrive to ſee theſe Blades 
again quickly ? 
Lady Brute. We muſt e'en have recourſe to the old 
way; make em an Appointment *twixt Jeſt and Ear- 
neſt; *rwill look like a Frolick, and that you know 's a 
very thing to ſave a Woman's Bluſhes. 

Bel. You adviſe well ; but where ſhall it be ? 
Lady Brute. In Spring Garden. But they ſhan't know 
their Women, till their Women pull off their Maſks ; 
for a Surprize is the molt agreeable thing in the World: 
And I find myſelf in a very good Humour, ready to do 
*em any good turn I can think on. 

Bel. Then pray write 'em the neceſſary Billet, without 
farther delay, | 

J ady Brute. Let's go into your Chamber, then, and 
whilſt you ſay your Prayers ll do it, Child. [ Exeunt, 


WEN b 
. 


SCENE, Covent Gardin. 
Enter Lerd Rake, Sir John, Cc. with Sævordt drawn, 


Lord Rake. I S the Dog dead ? 
Col. Bully. No, damn him, I heard him 
wheeze. - 1 "Ng 


Lord Rake. How the Witch his Wife howl'd ! 
Col Bully. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently, 
Lord Rake, Appear, Knight, then ; come, you have 

a good Cauſe to fight for—there's a Man murder'd, 
Sir John, Is there? Then let his Ghoſt be ; 
| or 


The PRovorx'd Wirz, 167 


for I'll ſacrifice a Conſtable to it preſently, and burn his 
Body upon his wooden Chair. | 


Enter a Taylor, with a Bundle under his Arm. 


Col. Bully, How now ? What have we got here? A 
Thief, | 

Taylor. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief, 

Lord Rake. That we'il ſee preſently : Here, let the 
General examine him. | 

Sir John. Ay, ay, let me examine him, and Ill lay 
a hundred Pound I find him guilty, in ſpite of his Teeth 
— for he looks— like a—ſneaking Raſcal. Come, Sir- 
rah, without Equivocation or mental Reſervation, tell 
me of what Opinion you are, and what Calling ; for 
by them I ſhall gueſs at your Morals. 

Taylor. An't pleaſe you, I'm a Diſſenting Journey- 
man Taylor. 

Sir Fohn. Then, Sirrah, you love Lying by your 
Religion, and Theft by your Trade: And fo, that 
your Puniſhment may be ſuitable to your Crimes—{'l1 
have you firſt gagg d and then hang'd. 

Tayl. Pray, good worthy Gentlemen, don't abuſe me: 
indeed I'm 4 697 Man, and a good Workman, tho' 
I fay it, that ſhould not ſay it. 

Sir John. No Words, Sirrah, but attend your Fate, 

Lord Rake. Let me fee what's in that Bundle. 

Fi ayl. An't pleaſe you, it is the Doctor of the Pariſh's 
own. 

Lord Rake, The Doctor's Gown ! Hark you, 
Knight, you won't ſtick at abuſing the Clergy, will you ? 

Sir Jobn. No, I'm drunk, and I'll abuſe any thing 
but my Wife; and her I name — with Reverence. 

Lord Rake. Then you ſhall wear this Gow 1, whilſt 
you charge the Watch; that tho' the Blows fall upon 
you, the Scandal may light upon the Church. 

Sir John, A generous Deſign— by all the Gods 
give it me. Tales the Gown, and puts it on. 

Tayl. O dear Gentlemen, I ſhall be quite undone, if 
you take the Gown, 

Sir John. Retire, Sirrah ; and ſince you carry off your 
Skin — go home and be happy. | Zajl. 
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Tayl. ¶ paufing.] I think Thad e'en as good follow 
the Gentleman's friendly Advice; for if 1 diſpute any 
longer, who knows but the Whim may take him to caſe 
me? I heſe Courtiers are fuller af {'ricks than they are 
of Money; they'll ſooner cut a Man's I hroat, than pa 
his Bill. Exit Taylor. 

Sir Jebn. So, how do you like my Shapes now ? 

Lord Rake. I his will do to a Miracle; he looks like 
a Biſhop going to the Holy War. But to your Arms, 
Gentlemen, the Enemy appears. . 


Enter Cenſtable and Watch. 


Watch. Stand ! Who goes there ? Come before the 
Conſtable. > 
Sir John. The Conſtable is a Raſcal —-—and you are 
-the Son of a Whore. | 41 | 
Watch. A good civil Anſwer for a Parſon, truly! 
Conftab, Methinks, Sir, a Man of your Coat might 
ſet a better Example. | 8 
Sir John, Sirrah, I'll make you know - there are 
Men of my Coat can ſet as bad Examples — — as you can 
do, you Dog, you. 
[Sir John ſrites the Conſtable. T hey knock him down, 
dijarm him, and ſeize him. Lord Rake, c. run away. 
Conflab So, we have ſecur'd the T irſon, however. 
Sir John. Blood, and Blood——anu. Blood, | 
Watch. Lord have mercy upon us! How the wicked 
Wretch raves of Blood ! I'Il warrant he has been mur- 
dering ſome body to-night, 
Sir Jobn, Sirrah, there's nothing got by Murder but 
a Halter: My Talent lies towards Drunkenneſs and 
Simony. ] EEE 
Watch. Why. that now was ſpoke like a Man of Parts, 
; Neighbours; tis pity he ſhou'd be ſo diſguiſed. 
Sir John, You lye— l'm not diſgus'd ; for I am 
drunk barefac'd. | 
Match. Look you there again--This is a mad Parſon, 
Mr. Confiable; I'll lay a Pot of Ale upon 's Head, he's 
a good Preacher, 
Conſtab. Come, Sir, out of reſpect to your Chilhe, [ 
| n't 
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fan't put you into the Round-houſe ; but we muſt ſe- 
cure you in our Drawing-room till Morning, that you 
may do no Miſchief. Se, come along, | 
Sir John, You may put me where you will, Sirrah, 
now you have overcome me —2DBD> But if I can't do 
Miſchief, I'll think of Miſchief—in ſpite of your Teeth, 
you Dog, you. [ Excunt. 


ä n —_ — 
hc 


— 


2 


SCENE, A Bed. Chamber. 


Enter Heartfree /olus, 


HAT the Plague ails me ?——Love? No, I 

thank you for that, my Heart's Rock ſtill—— 
Yet 'tis Belinda that diſturbs me; that's poſitive 
Well, what of all that? Muſt I love her for being trou- 
bleſome ? At that rate I might love all the Women I 
meet, *gad. But hold Tho?” I don't love her for diſ- 
turbing me, yet the may diſturb me, becauſe 1 love her 
——Ay, that may be, faith. I have dreamt of her, 
that's certain Well, fo | have of my Mother; there- 
fore what's that to the purpoſe? Ay, but Belinda runs 
in my Mind waking—and fo does many a damn'd 
thing that I don't care a Farthing for—--Methinks, 
tho', I would fain be talking to her, and yet I have no 
Buſineſs—--- Well, am I the firſt Man that has had a 
Mind to do an impertinent thing ? 


Enter Conſtant. 


Conſt. How now, Heartfree * What makes you up 
and dreſs'd ſo ſoon ? I thought none hut Lovers quar- 
relPd with their Beds; I expected to have found you 
ſnoring, as L us'd to do. | 

Heart. Why, faith, Friend, 'tis the Care I have of 
your Affairs, that makes me ſo thoughtful ; I have been 


ſtudying all Night how to bring your matter about with 
Belinda, . x 


Conſt, With Belinda? 
A 1 ; Heat. 
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Heart. With my Lady, I mean.: And, faith, I have 
mighty Hopes on't. Sure you muſt be very well ſatis- 
fied with her Behaviour to you yeſterday ? | 

Conſt. So well, that nothing but a Lover's Fears can 
make me doubt of Succeſs. But what can this ſudden 
Change proceed from? 

Heart. Why, you ſaw her Huſband beat her, did you not? 

Conft, That's true: A Huſband is ſcarce to be borne 
xpon any terms, much leſs when he fights with his Wife, 

ethinks, ſhe ſhou'd e'en have cuckolded him upon the 
very ſpot, to ſhew that after the Battle ſhe was Maſter 
of the Field. 

Heart. A Council of War of Women wou'd infalli- 
'bly have advis'd her to't. But, I confeſs, fo agreeable 
a Woman as Belinda deſerves better Uſage. 

Conſt, Belinda again ! | 

Heart. My Lady, | mean. What a Pox makes me 
blunder ſo to-day ? [4/iae.] A Plague of this treacherous 
Tongue! | 

Const. Pr'ythee, look upon me ſeriouſly, Heartfree — 
Now anſwer me directly: Is it my Lady, or Belinda, 
employs your careful 'T houghts thus ? 

Heart. My Lady, or Belinda? 

Conft. In Love ; by this Light, in Love, 

Heart. In Love! | 

Conſt. Nay, ne'er deny it; for thou'lt do it ſo auk- 
Wardly, 'twill but make the Jeſt fit heavier about thee. 
My dear Friend, I give thee much Joy. 

Heart. Why, pr'ythee, you won't perſuade me to it, 
will you? 

Conft, That ſhe's Miſtreſs of your Tongue, that's 
plain; and I know you are ſo honeſt a Fellow, your 
- Tongue and Heart always go together. But how, but 

how the Devil ? Fha, ha, ha, ha— 

Heart. Hey-dey ! Why, ſure you don't believe it in 
Earneſt ? | | 

Cenft. Yes, I do, becauſe I ſee you deny it in jeſt. 

Heart. Nay, but look you, Nea4— a—--deny in jeſt 
——a——gadzooks, you know I fay——a —— when a 


Man denies a thing in.jeſt—a — 


Conft, 


: 
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Conf, Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha, | 
Heart. Nay, then we ſhall have it: What, becauſe 
a Man ſtumbles at a Word: did you never make a Blun- 
der ? : 

Conft, Ves; for J am in Love, Town it. 

Heart. Then, ſo am I—Now laugh till thy Souls 
glutted with Mirth. [Embracing him.] But, dear Cen- 
/tant, don't tell the Town on't. ; 

Conft. Nay, then, twere almoſt pity to laugh at thee, 
after ſo honeſt a Confeſſion, But tell us a little, Fact, 
by what new-invented Arms has this mighty Stroke been 

ven? 

. Heart. E'en by that unaccountable Weapon call'd 
Je-ne-ſgai-quoy : For every thing that can come with- 
in the Verge of Beauty, I have ſeen it with indifference, 

Conſt. So in few Words, then, the Je-ne /pai-quoy has 
been too hard for the quilted Petticoat. | 

Heart. I'gad, 1 think the Fe-ne-/pai-quoy is in the 
quilted Petticoat; at leaſt tis certain, I neꝰ er think on't 
without a——a Fe-ne-ſgai-quoy in every Part a- 
bout me. 8 

Conſt. Well, but have all your Remedies loſt their 
Virtue ? Have you turn'd her in- ſide out yet? 

Heart. I dare not ſo much as think on't. 

Con. But don't the two Years Fatigue I have had 
diſcourage you? 285 

Heart. Ves: I dread what I foreſee; yet cannot quit 
the Enterprize. Like ſome Soldiers, whoſe Courage 
dwells more in their Honour, than their Nature—on 
they go, tho? the Body trembles at what the Soul makes 
it undertake, 

Conſt, Nay, if you expect your Miſtreſs will uſe you 
as your Profanations againſt her Sex deſerve, you trem- 
ble juſtly, But how do you intend to proceed, Friend ? 

Heart. Thou know'ſt Um but a Novice; be friendly, 
and adviſe me. . 3 

Conft. Why, look you; then: I'd have you Serenade 
and a write a Song — - Go to Church; Look like a 
Fool—--Be very officious; Ogle, write and lead oat: 
And who knows but in a Ts or two's time you may 

2 be 
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be—— call'd a troubleſome Puppy, and ſent about 
your Buſineſs.” | | 

Heart. That's hard. | 

Conft.” Yet thus it oft falls out with Lovers, Sir. 

Heart. Pox on me for making one of the Number ! 

Conft., Have a care: Say no ſaucy things; 'twill but 
augment your Crime ; and if your Miſtreſs hears on't, 
increaſe your Puniſhment, 

Heart, Pr'ythee ſay ſomething, then, to encourage 
me; you know | help'd you in your Diſtreſs, 

Conſt. Why, then, to encourage you to Perſeverance, 
tho? you may be thoroughly ill- us'd for your Offences ; 
I'll put you in mind, that even the coyeſt Ladies of em 
all are made up of Deſires, as well as we; and tho” 
they do hold out a long time, they will capitulate at 
laſt, For that thundering Engineer, Nature, does 
make ſuch havock in the Towns they muſt ſurrender 
at long run, or periſh in their own Flames. 


Enter a Footman. 


Foot. Sir, there's a Porter without with a Letter; he 
defires to give it into your own Hands, 
Conf. Call him in. 
Enter Porter. 

Conft, What, Joe! Is it thee? | 

Porter. An't plcaſe you, Sir, I was order'd to deliver 
this into your own Hands by two well-ſhap'd Ladies, at 
the New Exchange. I was at your Honour's Lodgings, 
and your Servants ſent me hither, | ä 

Conft. *Tis well; are you to carry any Anſwer ? 

Porter. No, my noble Maſter. They gave me my 
Orders, and whip they were gone, like a Maidenhead 
at Fifteen. | 

Conſt, Very well; there. [ Gives him Money, 

Porter, God bleſs your Honour! [Exit Porter. 

Conſt. Now let's ſee what honeſt, truſty Joe has 
brought us. 3 


Reads, 
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Reads, BETS 

1f you and your Play-Fellow can ſpare time from your 
Bufineſsand Devotions, don't fail to be at Spring-Gar- 
den about Eight in the Evening. You'll find nothing 
there but Women, ſo you need bring no «ther Arms than 
what you uſually carry about you. . 


So, Play-fellow : here's ſomething to ſtay your Sto- 
mach till your Miſtreſs's Diſh is ready for you. | 

Heart, Some of our old batter'd Acquaintance. I 
won't go, not J. | 

Conſt. Nay, that you can't avoid; there's Honour 
in the Caſe; tis a Challenge, and [ want a Second, 


Heart. 1 doubt I ſhall be but a very uſeleſs one to- 


you ; for I'm ſodiſhearten'd by this Wound Belinda has 
given me, I don't think I ſhall have Courage enough 
to draw my Sword, | 

Con. O, if that be all, come along; I'll warrant 


you find Sword enough for ſuch Enemies as we have to 
deal withal, [Execute 


— 


SCENE, A Street. 


Enter Conftable, &c. with Sir John. 


Conſtab. (Crs along, Sir; I thought to have let you 
ip this Morning, becauſe you were a Mi- 

niſter; but you are as drunk and as abuſive as ever. 
We'll fee what the Juſtice of the Peace will ſay to you. 
Sir Jobn. And you ſhall fee what Ill ſay to the 
Juſtice of the Peace, Sirrah, [They knock at the Door. 


— 


Enter Servant. 


Conſtab. Pray, acquaint his Worſhip, we have got an 
unruly Parſon here: We are unwilling to expole him, 
but don't know what to do with him, | 


Serv. I'll acquaint my Maſter, [ Exit Serv. 
| "= Sir FJobn. 


| 
| 
| 
\ 


, 
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. Sir Job. You——Conſtable—What damn'd Juſtice 
1s this ? * 
Conſtab. One that will take Care of you, I warrant 
you. | 851 

| Emer Tuftice. „ 


Juft. Well, Mr. Conſtable, what's the Diſorder here ? 
Confteb. An't pleaſe your Worſhip=— . .. - 
Sir Jobn. Let me ſpeak, and be damn'd: I'm a Di- 
vine, and can unfold Myſteries better than you can do. 
Ju. Sadneſs, ſadneſs! A Miniſter fo overtaken! Pray, 
Sir, give the Conſtable leave to ſpeak, and I'll hear you 
very patiently : I aſſure you, Sir, I will. 
Sir John. Sir — Vou are a very civil Magiſtrate ! 
Your moſt humble Servant. | 
Conftab. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, then, he has at- 
tempted to beat the Watch to-night, and ſwore — 
Sir John. You lye. Go 
Fuft. Hold, pray, Sir, a little. 
Sir Fehn. Sir, your very humble Servant. 

- Conftab, Indeed, Sir, he came at us without any Pro- 
vocation, call'd us Whores and Rogues, and laid us on 
with a great Quarter-ſtaff, He was in my Lord Rae's 
Company : They have been playing-the Devil to-night. 

Jul. Hem ——Hem—= Pray, — you be 
Chaplain to my Lord? Lan tet [+ 
- Sir John. Sir preſume I may if I will. 
Jui. My meaning, Sir, is — Are you ſo ? 
Sir John. Sir — Lou mean very well. 


Jul. He, hem—hem—--Under Favour, Sir, pray 

anſwer me directly. | 8 
Sir Jebn. Under Favour, Sir — Do you uſe to an- 
ſwer directly when you are drunk? e 
Jui. Good lack, good lack! Here's nothing to be 

t from him: Pray, Sir, may I crave your Name? 

Sir John. Sir—---My Name's---—— [He hiccups] 
Hiccup, Sir. | "g 
Ju. Hiccup ? Doctor Hiccuß, I have known a great 
many Country Parſons of that Name, eſpecially down 

in the Fenns. Pray where do you live, Sir? 
Sir John. 
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Sir John. Here and there, Sir. N 

Jui. Why, what a ſtrange Man is this! Where do 
you preach, Sir? Have you any Cure? 

Sir John. Sir — l have — a very good Cure 
for a Clap, at your Service. 

74ſt. Lord have mercy upon us! 

Sir Fobn. {afide] This Fellow aſks ſo many imperti- 
nent Queſtions, 1 believe, I'gad, 'tis the Juſtice's 
Wife in the Juſtice's Clothes. | 

Juſt. Mr. Conſtable, I vow and proteſt, I don't know 
what to do with him, 

Conftab, Truly, he has been but a troubleſome Gueſt 
to us all Night. | 

Just. | think, I had e'en beſt let him go about his 
Buſineſs; for I'm unwilling to expoſe him. 

Conſtab. Een what your Worſhip thinks fit. 

Sir Fohn, Sir——not to interrupt Mr, Conſtable, I 
have a ſmall Favour to aſk, 

Fut. Sir, I open both my Ears to you. 

Sir Jobn. Sir, your very humble Servant, I have a 
little urgent Buſineſs calls upon me; and therefore I de- 
fire the Favour of you to bring Matters to a Concluſion, 

Fuſt. Sir, if I were ſure that Buſineſs were not to 
commit more Diſorders, I wou'd releaſe you. 

Sir John. None—--By my Prieſthood ! 

Zuft. Then, Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge him. 

Sir John, Sir, your very humble Servant, If you 
pleaſe to accept of a Bottle— | 

Zeft. I thank you, kindly, Sir; but I never drink 
in a Morning. Good-by t'ye, Sir, good-by t'ye, _ 

Sir Fohn, Good by t'ye, 2 Sir. [Exit Fuftice.] So 
—---now, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall you and I go pick up a 
Whore together ? | 

Conſtab. No, thank you, Sir; my Wife's enough to 
ſatisfy any reaſonable Man. | 

Sir Fohn. [afide) He, he, he, he—the Fool 10 
married, then. Well, you won't go? | 

Conſtab. Not I, truly. 

I 


Sir Jobn. Then I'll go by myſelf; and you and your 
| | | Wife 


4 
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Wife may be damn'd. [Exit Sir John. 
Conſtable. [gazing after him.] Why, God a-mercy, 

Parſon ? 
7 [ Exeunt, 


„ — ( 


SCENE, Spring- Garden. 


Conflant and Heartfree cræſi the Stage. As they * off, 
enter Lady Fancytull and Madamoiſelle ma d, and 
dogging em. 


Conſt. 84 3. I think we are about the time appointed: 
let us walk up this way. Exeunt , 

Lady Fan. Good: Thus far J hove dogg'd 'em with- 
out being diſcover'd. Tis infallibly ſome Intrigue that 
brings them to Spring-Garden, How my poor Heart is 
torn and rackt with Fear and Jealouſy! Yet let it be 
any thing but that Flirt Belinda, and V 11 try to bear it. 
But if it prove her, all that's Womar in me ſhall be em- 
ploy's to deſtroy her. 
[Exeunt after Conſtant and Heartfree. 


Re-enter Conſtant and Heartfree, Lady Fancyfull and 
Madamoiſelle fill following at a Diſtance, _ 


- Conſt, I ſee no Females yet, that have any thing to ſay 
to us, I'm afraid we are banter'd. 

Heart. J wiſh we were; for I'm in no Humour to 
make either them or myſelf merry. 

Conſt. Nay, I'm ſure you'll make them merry enough, 
if 1 tell 'em why you are dull. But pr'ythee why ſo 
heavy and ſad before you begin to be ill us'd ? 

Heart. For the ſame Reaſon, perhaps, that you are ſo 
briſk and well pleas'd ; becauſe both Pains and Pleaſures 
are generally more conſiderable in Proſpect, than when 
they come to paſs. | 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, maſt*'d and poorly drei d. 
Con. How now! who are theſe ? Not our Game, I 
hope. 


Heart. 
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Heart. If they are, we are e'en well enough ſerv'd, to 
come a-hunting here, when we had ſo much better Game 
in Chaſe elſewhere. 

Lady Fan, [to Madamoiſelle.] So, thoſe are their La- 
dies, without doubt. But I'm afraid that Dozly Stuff is 
not worn for want of better Clothes. They are the very 
Shape and Size of Belinda and her Aunt, 

Madam. So dey be inteed, Matam. . 

Lady Fan. We'll Op into this cloſe Arbour, where 
we may hear all they ſay. 

[Exeunt Lady Fancyfull and Madamoiſelle. 

Lady Brute. What, are you afraid of us, Gentlemen? 

Hleart. Why, truly, I think we may, if Appearance 
don't lye. | | | 
: Bel. Do you always find Women what they appear to 

e, Sir ? c 

Heart. No, forſooth ; but I ſeldom find 'em better 
than they appear to be. 

Bel. Then the Outſide's beſt, you think ? 

Heart. Tis the honeſteſt. 

Conſt. Have a care, Heartfree ; you are relapſing again. 

Lady Brute. Why, does the Gentleman uſe to rail at 
Women? c | 
2 He has done formerly. 

Bel. I ſuppoſe he had very good Cauſe for't. They 
did not uſe you ſo well as you thought you deſerv'd, Sir. 

Lady Brute. They made themſelves merry at your Ex- 
pence, Sir. 1 

Bel. Laugh'd when you ſigh'd 

Lady Brute. Slept while you were waking — 

Bel. Had your Porter beat | 

Lady Brute. And threw your Billet-doux in the Fire. 

Heart. Hey-day, I ſhall do more than rail preſently. 

Bel. Why, you won't beat us, will you ? 

Heart, I don't know but 1 may. 

Conf. What the Devil's coming here? Sir John in a 
Gown—— And drunk, i'faith. 


Enter Sir John. 


Sir John. What a Pox——here's Conſaut, Leariſree — 
| I 5 and 
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and two Whores, I'gad—O you covetous Rogues! 
what, have you never a ſpare Punk for your Friend? 


But 1'11 ſhare with you. [ He ſeizes bath the Women, 
Heart. Why, what the plague have you been doing, 
Knight ? N 


Sir Jebu. Why, I have been beating the Watch, and 
ſcandalizing the Clergy. 

Heart. A very good Account, truly. _ 

Sir John. And what do you think I'll do next? 

Conf. Nay, that no Man can gueſs. 

Sir Jobn. Why, if you'll let me ſup with you, I'II 
treat both your Strumpets. 

Lady Brute, [ade O Lord, we're undone ! 

Heart. No, we can't ſup ron becauſe we have 
ſome Affairs elſewhere. But it you'll accept of theſe 
two Ladies, we'll be ſo complaiſant to you, to reſign our 

"Right in em. 

Bel. [afide] Lord, what ſhall we do? 

Sir John. Let me ſee; their Clothes are ſuch damn'd 
Clothes, they won't pawn for the Reckoning. 

Heart. Sir John, your Servant, Rapture attend you ! 

Conſt. Adieu, Ladies, make much of the Gentleman, 
- Lady Brute. Why, ſure, you won't leave us in the Hands 
of a drunken Fellow to abuſe us. | 

Sir Fohn, Who do you call a drunken Fellow, you 
Slut you? I'm a Man of Quality; the King has made 
me a Knight. Heart. runs of, 

Heart. Ay, ay, you are in good Hands! Adieu, 
Adieu | 

Lady Brute. The Devil's Hands: Let me go, or 
III For Heaven's ſake, protect us! 

[e breaks from him, runs to Conſtant, twitching off 
ber Maſe, and clapping it en again. : 
gir John. I'Il Devil you, you Jade you. III demoliſh 
your ugly Face. ; 

Conſt. Hold a little, Knight, ſhe ſwoons, 

Sir Jobn. I'll ſwoon her, 

Ccuſt. Hey, Heartfrees 


Y 


Re-enter 
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Re-enter Heartfree, Belinda runs to him, and ſhewws her 


Face. 


|. Heart. © Heavens! My dear Creature, ſland there a 
ittle, 

Conſt. Pull him off, Fack. | 

Heart, Hold, mighty Man; look ye, Sir, we did 
but jeſt with you. Theſe are Ladies of our Acquaintance 
that we had a mind to frighten a little, but now you 
muſt leave us. | 

Sir Jobn. Oons, I won't leave you, not I, 

Heart, Nay, but you muſt, . though; and therefore 
make no Words on't. 

Sir Fohn. Then you are a couple of damned uncivil 
Fellows. And I hope your Punks will give you Sauce 
to your Mutton. . [ Exit Sir John, 

Lady Brute. Oh, I ſhall never come to myſelf again, 
I'm fo frightened. 

2 Twas a narrow Scape, indeed, | 

Bel. Women muſt have Frolicks, you fee, whatever 
they coſt them, 

Heart. This might have proved a dear one, though. 

Lady Brute, You arc the more obliged to us for the- 
Riſk we run upon your Accounts, 

Conſt. And I hope you'll acknowledge ſomething due 
to our Knight-Errantry, Ladies. This is the ſecond 
time we have delivered you. | 

Lady Brute. Tis true; and ſince we ſee Fate has de- 
ſigned you for our Guardians, twill make us the more 
willing to truſt ourſelves in your Hands. But you muſt 
not have the worſe Opinion of us for our innocent Fro- 
lick. 

Heart. Ladies, you may command our Opinions in 
every thing that is to your Advantage. 5 

Bel. Then, Sir, I command you to be of Opinion, 
That Women are ſometimes better than they appear to 
be. [Lady Brute and Conſtant rait apart. 

Heart. Madam, you have made a Convert of me in 
every thing, I'm grown a Fool: I cou'd be fond of a 


Woman, 
I 6 Bel. 
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Bel. I thank you, Sir, in the Name of the whole Sex. 

Heart. Which Sex nothing but yourſelf cou'd ever 
have aton'd for. 

Bel. Now has my Vanity a deviliſh Itch, to know in 
what my Merit conſiſts. 

Heart. In your Humility, Madam, that keeps you 
ignorant it conſiſts at all. |; 

Bel. One other Compliment, with that ſerious Face, 
and I hate you for ever aſter. | 
Heart. Some Women love to be abus'd : Is that it 
you wou'd be at? 

Bel. No, not that, neither: But I'd have Men talk 
plainly what's ſit for Women to hear; without putting 
em either to a real or an affected Bluſh. 

Heart. Why, then, in as plain Terms as I can find to 
expreſs myſelf, I could love you even to- Matrimony it- 
ſelf a'moſt, I'gad. | | 

Bel. juſt as Sir John did her Ladyſhip there. — 
What think you? Don't you believe one Month's time 
might bring you down to the ſame Indifference, only 
clad in a little better Manners, perhaps? Well, you 
Men are unaccountable things, mad till you have your 
Miſtreſſes, and then ſtark mad till you are rid of em 
again, Tell me honeſtly, Is not your Patience put to a 
much ſeverer Trial after Poſſeſſion than before ? 

Heart. With a great many 1 muſt confeſs it is, to 
our eternal Scandal; but I-—- dear Creature, do but 
try me. | | 
Bel. That's the ſureſt way, indeed, to know, but not 
the ſafeſt. [To Lady Brute.] Madam, are not you for 
taking a Turn in the Great Walk? It's almolt dark, 
no body will know us. | | 

Lady Brute. Really I find myſelf ſomething idle, Be- 
linda : beſides, I doat upon this little odd private Cor- 
ner, But don't let my lazy Fancy confine you, [ Conſt, 
fide.) So, ſhe wou'd be left alone with me; that's well. 

Bel. Well, we'll take one Turn, and come to you 
again. [7% Heart.] Come, Sir, ſhall! we go pry into the 
Secrets of the Garden ? Who knows what Diſcoveries 
we may make? | | 

| Heart, 
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Heart. Madam, I'm at your Service. TORS 
Conſt, [to Heart. aſide.] Don't make too much haſte 
back; for, d'ye hear: — I may be buſy. | = 

Heart. Enough. [Exeunt Belinda and Heartfree.. 

Lady Brute. Sure you think me ſcandalouſly free, Mr. 
Conſtant. I'm afraid 1 ſhall loſe your good Opinion of me. 

Conſt, My good Opinion, Madam, is like your Cru- 
elty——ne'er to be remov'd. | 

Lady Brute. But if I ſhould remove my Cruelty, then 
there's an end of your good Opinion. | 

Conſt, There is not ſo ſtrict an Alliance between em, 
neither. *Tis certain I ſhou'd love you then better (if 
that be poſſible) than I do now; and where I love, I al- 
ways eſteem. 

Lady Brute. Indeed, I doubt you much. Why, ſup- 
poſe you had a Wife, and ſhe ſhould entertain a Gal- 
lant ? | 
Conſt. If I gave her juſt Cauſe, how cou'd I juſtly con- 
deran her ? 

Lady Brute. Ah! but you'd differ widely about juſt 
Cauſes. 

Conſt. But Blows can bear no Diſpute. 

Lady Brute. Nor ill Manners much, truly. 

Conſt. Then no Woman upon Earth has ſo juſt a Cauſe 
as you have. 

Lady Brute. O, but a faithful Wife is a beautiful 
Character. 

Conſt. To a deſerving Huſband, I confeſs it is. 

Lady Brute. But can his Faults releaſe my Duty ? 

Conſt, In Equity, without doubt. And where Laws 
diſpenſe with Equity, Equity ſhould diſpenſe with Laws, 

Lady Brute, Vray let's leave this Diſpute ;. for you 
Men have as och Witchcraft in your Arguments, as 
Women have in their Eyes. 

Conſt, But whilſt you attack me with your Charms, 
*tis but reaſonable I aſſault you with wine, 

Lady Brute, The Caſe is not the ſame, What Miſ- 
chief we do, we can't help, and. therefore are to be for- 

iven. 
8 Conſt. Beauty ſoon obtains Pardon for the Fain that 
It 
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it gives, when it applies the Balm of Compaſſion to the 
Wound: Bur a fine Face, and a hard Heart, is almoſt 

as bad as an ugly Face and a ſoft one; both very 

troubleſome to many a poor Gentleman, 

Lady Brute. Yes, and to many a poor Gentlewoman, 
too, I can aſſure you, But pray, which of 'em is it that 
moſt afflicts you ? 

Conſt. Your Glaſs and Conſcience will inform you, 
Madam. But for Heaven's fake (for now I muſt be ſe- 
rious), if Pity, or if Gratitude can move you; [Taking 
her Hand.] if Conſtancy and Truth have power to 
tempt you; if Love, if Adoration can affect you; give 
me at leaſt ſome Hopes, that Time may do what you 

rhaps mean never to perform; *twill eaſe my Suffer- 
ings, tho” not quench my Flame. 

Lady Brute. Your Sufferings eas'd, your Flame wou'd 
ſoon abate: And that Iwould preſerve, notquenchit, Sir. 

- Conſt. Wov'd you preſerve it, nouriſh it with Favours; 


for that's the Food it naturally requires. 
Lady Brute. Yet on that natural Food *twould ſurfeit 


ſoon, ſhou'd I reſolve to grant all you wou'd aſk. 
Conſt. And in refuſing all, you ftarve it Forgive me, 
therefore, ſince my Hunger rages, if I at lat grow wild, 
and in my frenzy force at leaſt this from you. [King 
her Hand.] Or if you'd have my Flame ſoar higher ſtill, 
then grant me this, and this, and I honſands more; (i 
Ang firſt her Hand, then her Neck. [aſide.] For now's t 


time ſhe melts into Compaſſion. 
Lady Brute. | afide.)] Poor Coward Virtue, how it 
ſhuns the Battle! O Heavens! let me go. 
| Conſt. Ay, go, ay: Where ſhall we go, my charming 
Angel——into this private Arbour —— Nay, let's loſe 
no time Moments are precious. 
Lady Brute. And Lovers wild. Pray let us ſtop here; 
at leaſt for this time. 
Conft. Tis impoſſible; he that has power over you, 
can have none over himſelf. | 
As he is forcing her into the Arbour, Lady Fancyfull and 
Madamoiſelle bolt out upon them, and run over the 


Stage. 


* 


Lady Brute. 


A 


1 
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Lady Brute. Ah | I'm loſt! 
Lady Fan. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 

Madam. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 

Conſt. Death and Furies, who are theſe ? 

Lady Brute. O Heavens! I'm out of my Wits; if 
they knew me, I am ruin'd, 

Conſt, Don't be frightened: Ten thouſand to one 
they are Strangers to you, 

Lady Brute, Whatever they are, I won't ſtay. here a 
Moment longer. | 

Conft, Whither will you go? 

Lady Brute. Home, as if the Devil were in me. Lord, 
where's this Belinda now ? | 


Enter Belinda and Heartfree. © 


O! *tis well you are come: I'm ſo frightened, my 
Hair ſtands an end. Let's be gone, for Heaven's ſake ! 

Bel. Lord, what's the matter ? | 

Lady Brute. 'The Devil's the Matter; we are diſco- 
vered. Here's a couple of Women have done the moſt 
impertinent thing. Away, away, away, away, away. 

| [Exit running. 
Re-enter Lady Fancyfull and Madamoiſelle. 

Lady Fan, Well, Madamoi/elle, tis a prodigious thing 
how Women can ſuffer filthy Fellows to grow ſo fami- 
liar with 'em. | 

Madam. 4 Madame, il n'y @ rien de fi naturel. 

Lady Fan, Fe, fe, fe! But, oh my Heart! O Jealouſy! 
O Torture | I'm: upon the rack. What ſhall I do? My 
Lover's loſt, I ne'er ſhall ſee ham mine. [ Pau/arg.]J—— 
But I may be reveng'd ; and that's the ſame thing. Ah 
ſweet Revenge! Thou welcome Thought, thou healing 
Balſam to my wounded Soul! Be but propitious on this 
one Occaſion, ll place my Heaven in thee, for all my 
Life to come. 

To Woman how indulgent Nature's kind! 

No Blaſt of Fortune long diſturbs her Mind: 

Compliance to her Fate ſupports her ſtill ; 


If Love won't make her happy — Miſchief will. 
[ Exeunt. 


A'CT 


* 
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-3c alle. ret 
SCE N E, Lauhy Fancyfull's Houſc. 


Enter Lady Fancy full and Madamoiſelle. 
Lady Fan. ELI, Madamoiſelle, did you dog 
the filthy Things? | | 

Madam. O'queouy, Madame. 

Lady Fan, And where are they ? 

Madam. Au Logis. 

Lady Fan, What, Men and all ? 

Madam. Tous enſemble. 

Lady Fan. O Confidence! What, carry their Fellows 
to their own Houſe? _ 

Madam. C' que le Mari iy eſt pas, 

Lady Fan. No; ſo I believe, truly. But he ſhall be 
there, and quickly too, if I can find him out. Well, *tis 
a. prodigious thing, to ſee when Men and Women get 
together, how they fortify one another in their Impu- 
dence. Burt if that drunken Fool, her Huſband, be to 
be found in eber a Tavern in Town, I'll ſend him amongſt 
'em: I'll ſpoil their ſport. 

Madam. Ez werite, Madame, ce.feroit domage. 

Lady Fan. Tis in vain to oppoſe it, Madamoi/elle ; 
therefore never go about it, For I am the Readieſt Crea- 
ture in the World — when 1 have determin'd to do 
Miſchief. So, come along. | [Exeunt., - 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, Sir John Brute“? Houſe. 


Enter Conſtant, Heartfree, Lady Brute, Belinda, and 
Lovewell. 


UT are you ſure you don't miſtake, 
Lowewell ? 

Liv, Madam, I ſaw em all go into the Tavern to- 
gether, and my Matter was fo drunk he cou'd ſcarce 
ſtand. 

Lady Brute. Then, Gentlemen, I believe we may ven- 
ture to let you ſtay, and play at Cards with us, an Hour 
or two: For they'll ſcarce part till Morning. 

Bel. | think 'tis pity they ſhould ever part. 
Conf, The Company. that's here, Madam. 
Lady Brute. Then, Sir, th: Company that's here muſt 


Lady Brute. 


* 


remember to part itſelf in time. | 
Con/?. Madam, we don't intend to forfeit your future 

Favours by an indiſcreet Uſag of this. The Moment 

you give us the Signal, we ſhan't fail to make our Retreat. 
Lady Brute. Upon thoſe. Conditions, then, let us fit 


down to Cards, 


Enter Lovewell. 


Lew. O Lord, Madam, here's my Maſter juſt ſtagger- 
ing in upon you; he has been quarrelſome yonder, and 
they have kick'd him out of the Company. 

Lady Brute. Into the Cloſet, Gentlemen, for Heaven's 
lake; Pl wheedle him to Bed, if poſſible. 

| { Conſt. and Heart. run into the Cloſet. 


Euter Sir Jolin, all dirt and lad. 


Lady Brute. Ah——Ah-—he's all over Blood! 

Sir Jobn. What the plague does the Woman —ſquall 
for? Did you never ſee a Man in Pickle before? 
Lady Brute, Lord, where have you been? 

Sir John. J have been at — Cuffs. 31 

Lady Brute, I fear that is not all. I hope you are not 


wounded, | 
Sir John. 


* 


* 
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Sir John. Sound as a Roach, Wife. 

Lady Brute. Pm mighty glad to hear it. 
Sir John, You know — 1 think you lye. 

Lady Brute. You do me wrong to think ſo. For Hea- 

ven's my Witneſs, I had rather 2 my own Blood trickle 

down, than yours. 
Sir Jobu. Then will I be crucify'd. 

Tady Brute. Tis a hard Fate, I ſhou'd not be believ'd. 
Sir John. Tis a damn'd Atheiſtical Age, Wife. | 
Lady Brute. I am ſure I have given you a thouſand 

tender Proofs, how great my Care is of you. But, ſpite 

of all your cruel J houghts, I'll till perſiſt, and at this 

= wok if I can, perſuade you to lie down and ſleep a 
Sir John, Why—do you think Tam drunk—you Slut, 

ou ? | 

7 Lady Brute. Heaven forbid I ſhou'd! But I'm afraid 

are feveriſh, Pray let me feel your Pulſe. 
Sir Fohn, Stand off, and be damn'd. 
Lady Brute. Why, I ſee your Diſtemper in your very 

Eyes. You areall on Fire, Pray, go to Bed ; let me 
Sir John. = — Come, kiſs me, then. 
Lady Brute. [kiſſing him.] There: Now go. [ Alde.] 


He ſtinks like Poiſon. | 
Sir John. 1 ſee it goes damnably againſt your Sto- 
mach And therefore—Kiſs me again. | 
Lady Brute. Nay, now you fool me. 

Sr John. Do't, I ſay. 

Lady Brute. [afide.) Ah, Lord have mercy upon me! 
Well there: now will you go ? 

Sir John, Now, Wife, you ſhall ſee my Gratitude. 
You gave me two Kifſes—T'll give you—two hundred. 

eon 4: {XKiffes, ard tumbles her. 

' Lady Brute. O Lord ! Pray, Sir John, be quiet, Hea- 
vens, what a Pickle am I in! * 

Bel. [ aſide.] If I were in her Pickle, I'd call my Gal- 
lant out of the Cloſet, and he ſhou'd cudgel him ſound- 


n | 
Sir John. So, now you being as dirty and as nafty as 


myſelf, 


0 - > 
* 
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myſelf, we may go pig together. But firſt 1 muſt have a 
Cup of your cold Tea, Wife, [ Going to the Cloſet. 
Lady Brute. O I'm ruin'd ! There's none there, my 


* 


Dear. 8 

Sir John, I'Il warrant you Þli find ſome, my Dear. 

Lady Brute. You can't open the Door, the Lock's 
{poil'd ; I have been turning and turning the Key this 
half Hour to no purpoſe. I'll ſend for the Smith to- 
morrow. | | 

Sir Fohn, There's ne'er a Smith in Europe can open a 
Door with more Expedition than I can do As for 
Example - Poh! [ He burſts open the Door with his Foat.] 
— How now ! What the Devil have we got here 
Cenflant—— Heartfree—- And two Whores again, I'gad 
his is the worſt cold Tea that ever 1 met with 
in my Life 


Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 


Lady Brute. [afide.) O Lord, what will become of us? 
Sir John, Gentlemen——1 am your very humble Ser- 
vant——lT give you many Thanks Il ſee you take Care 
of my Family II ſhall do all I can to return the Ob- 


ligation, 


Conſt. Sir, how oddly ſoever this Buſineſs _ appear to- 


you, you would have no cauſe to be uneaſy, if you knew 
the Truth of all things; your Lady is the moſt virtuous 
Woman in the World, and nothing has paſt but an in- 
nocent Frolick. | | | 

Heart, Nothing elſe, upon my Honour, Sir, { 
Sir John. You are both very civil Gentlemen—And 
my Wife, there, is a very civil Gentlewoman ; therefore 


don't doubt but many civil things have paſt between 


you. Your very humble Servant. | | 
Lady Brute. [afide to Conſt.] Pray be gone: He's fo 
drunk he can't hurt us to-night, and to-morrow. Morn- 
ing you ſhall hear from us. 5 
Conſt. I'll obey you, Madam. Sir, when you are 
cool, owl undertald Reaſon better. So then T ſhall take 
the pains to inform you. If not !] wear a Sword, 


Sir, and ſo good by t'ye. Come along, Heartfree. | Exit. 
Si r John, 


2 
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Sir Job. Wear a Sword, Sir And what of all that, 


Sir? He comes to my Houſe; eats my Meat; lies with 
my Wife ; diſhonours my Family ; gets a. Baſtard to in- 
herit my Eſtate And when afk a civil Account of 
all chis— Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword Wear a Sword, 
Sir? Ves, Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword It may de 
a good Anſwer at Croſs-purpoſes.; but 'tis a damn'd one 
to a Man in my whimiical Circumfiance-—-Sir, ſays he, 
I wear a Sword! [Te Lady Brute] And what do you 
wear now? ha! tell me. [ Srtting down in a great Chair. 
What, you are modeſt, and can't — Why, then, I'Il tell 
you, you Slut, you. You wear an impudent,- lewd 
Face— A damn'd deſigning Heart — And a Tail 
and a Tail full of [He falls faſt aſleep, jnoaring.) 

Lady Brute. So; thanks to kind * he's faſt ſor 
ſome Hours. 

Bel. Tis well he is ſo, that we may have time to lay 
our Story handſomely; for we mull lye like the Devil, 
to bring ourſelves oft. 

Lady Brute. What ſhall we ſay y, „ Belinds 25 

Bel. [ mnaſing.— LI tell you : It mutt all-light upon 
Hearifree and |, We'll ſay he has courted me ſome. time, 
but, for Reaſons unknown to us, has ever been very 
earneſt-the thing might be kept from Sir Jon. That 
therefore hearing him upon the Stairs, he ran into the 
Cloſet, tho” againſt our Will, and Conflant with him, to 
prevent Jealouſy.; And. to give this a good impudent 
Face of Truth, (chat may deliver you from the trouble 
you are in) Pl e'en, if he pleaſes, marry him. 

Lady Brute, I'm beholden to, you, Couſin; but that 
wou'd be carrying the jeſt a little too far for your on 
1100 You know he's a younger Brother, and has no- 
thin 

Br. »Tis true: But I like kim, and have Fortune 
enough to keep above Extremity: 1 can't ſay, I would 
live with him in a Cell, upon Love and Bread and But- 
ter : But I had rather have the Man J love, and a middle 
State of Life, chan that Gentleman in the Chair there, 
and twice your Ladyſhip's Splendour. 

Lacy Brute, In truth, Niece, you are in the right one, ; 

or 
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for Jam very uneaſy with my Ambition. But, perhaps, 
had J married as you'll do, I might have been as ill us'd, 

Bel. Some Riſk, I do confeſs, their always is: But 
if a Man has the leaſt Spark either of Honour or Good- 
nature, he can never uſe a Woman ill, that loves him, 
and makes his Fortune both. Yet I muſt own to you, 
ſome little ſtruggling I ſtill have with this teazing Am- 
bition of ours ; ior Pride, you know, 1s as natural to a 

„oman, as tis to a Saint, I can't help being fond of 
this Rogue; and yet it goes to my Heart, to think I muſt 
never whiſk to Hyde-Park with above a Pair of Horſes ; 
kave no Coronet upon my Coach, nor a Page to carry 
up my Train. But above all that Buſineſs of Pla 
Well, taking place is a noble Prerogative— | 

Lady Brute, Eſpecially after a Quarrel — 

Bel. Or of a Rival. But pray iay no more on't, for 
fear I change my Mind; for, o' my Conſcience, wer't 
not for your Affair in the Balance, I ſhould go near to 
pick up ſome odious Man of Quality yet, and only take 
poor Hearifree for a Gallant, 

Lady Brute, Then bim you muſt have, however things 

0? 
: Bel. Yes. | 

Lady Brute, Why, we may pretend what we will ; but 
'tis a hard matter to live without the Man we love, 

Bel, Eſpecially when we are married to the Man we 
hate, Pray tell me: Do the Men of the Town ever 
believe us virtuous, when they ſee us do ſo ? 

Lady Brute. O, no: Nor indeed, hardly, let us do 
what we will. The moſt of them think, there is no 
ſuch thing as Virtue, conſider'd in the ſtricteſt Notions 
of it ; and therefore when you hear em ſay, ſuch a one 
is a Woman of Reputation, they only mean ſhe's a Wo- 
man of Diſcretion, For they confider we have no more 
Religion than they have, nor ſo much Morality ; and 
between you and I, Belinda, I'm afraid the want of 
Inclination ſeldom protects any of us. | 
Bel. But what think you of the Fear of being found 
out ? 

Lady Brute. I think That never kept any Woman vir- 


tuous 
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tuous long. We are not ſuch Cowards, neither. No: 
Let us once paſs Fifteen, and we have too good an Opi. 
nion of our own Cunning, to believe the World can pe- 
netrate into what we would keep a Secret. And ſo, in 
ſhort, we cannot reaſonably blame the Men for judging 
of us by themſelves. | 

Bel. But ſure we are not ſo wicked as they are, after all ? 

Lady Brute. We are as wicked, Child, but our Vice 
lies another way : Men have more Courage than we, fo 
they commit more bold, impudent Sins. 'They quarrel, 
\ fight, ſwear, drink, blaſpheme, and the like: Whereas 
we, being Cowards, only backbite, tell Lyes, cheat at 
Cards, and ſo forth. But *tis late: Let's end our Diſ- 
courſe for to-night, and, out of an exceſs of Charity, take 
a ſmall Care of that naſty, drunken Thing there-—-Do 
but look at him, Belinda ! | 

Bel. Ah tis a ſavoury Diſh. 

Lady Brute. As ſavoury as *tis, I'm cloy'd with't, 
Pr'ythee call the Butler to take it away. 
Bel. Call the Butler! Call the Scavenger! [Tov a 

Servant within.) Who's there? Call Rafor! Let him 
take away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a little Sope 
and Sand, and ſo put him to Bed. | 
Lady Brute. Come, Belinda, I'll e'en lie with you to- 
night; and in the Morning we'll ſend for our Gentle- 
men to ſet this Matter even. | 

Bel. With all my Heart. 

Lady Brute. Good Night, my Dear. 

| [Making a low Curt/y to Sir John, 

Both, Ha, ha, ha! IExeunt. 


Enter Raſor. 


Rafor. My Lady there's a Wag My Maſter there's 

a Cuckold. Marriage is a ſlippery thing Women have 
depraved Appetites.— My Lady's a Wag; I have heard 
all; J have ſeen all; I underſtand all; and Þl11 tell all; 
for my little French»-woman loves News dearly, This 
Story' Il gain her Heart, or nothing will. [To his Maſter.] 
Come, Sir, your Head's too full of Fumes at preſent, to 
make room for your Jealouſy; but I reckon we _ 
ave 
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have rare work with you; when your Pate's empty. 


Come to your Kennel, you cuckoldly, drunken Sot, you ! 
[Carries him out upon his Back, 


— _ 


— AM n r 
JF > 


SCENE, Lady Fancyfull's Houſe. | 


Enter Lady Fancyfull and Madamoiſelle. 


Lady Fan. DU T, why did not you tell me before, 
| Madamoiſelle, that Raſor and you were 
fond ? key, 


Madam, De Modeſty hinder me, Matam, 

Lady Fan. Why, truly, Modeſty does often hinder us 
from doing things we have an extravagant mind to. But 
does he love you well enough yet, to do any thing you 
bid him? No you think, to oblige you, he wou'd ſpeak 
Scandal ? | 

Madam. Matam, to oblige your Ladyſhip, he ſhall 
ſpeak Blaſphemy. | 

Lady Fan. Why, then, Madamoi/elle, I'll tell you what 
you ſhall do. You ſhall engage him to tell his Maſter 
all that paſt at Spring Garden: | have a mind he ſhou'd 
know what a Wife and a Niece he has got. 

Madam. II le fera, Madame. 

Enter a Footman, who ſpeaks to Madamoiſelle apart. 

Foot. Madamoiſelle, yonder's Mr. Rafor deſires to ſpeak 
with you, 

* Tell him, I come preſently. [ Exit Footman.] 
Raſor be dare, Matam. 

Lady Fan. That's fortunate. Well, I'll leave you to- 
gether. And if you find him ſtubborn, Madamoiſelle — 
hark you—don't refuſe him a few little reaſonable Li- 
berties to put him into Humour, | , 

Madam. Laiſſex moy faire. [Exit Lady Fancyfull. 

[Raſfor peeps in; and ſeeing Lady Fancyfull gone, runs 
to Madamoiſelle, takes h r about the Neck, and kiſſes her. 
adam. How now, Confidence ? 

Ra ſor . 


U 
i} 
Z * 
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 Rajox. How now, Modeſty! 
Madam. Who make you ſo familiar, Sirrah ? 
Rajor. My Impudence, Huſſy. 
Madam. Stand off, Rogue-Face. 


| a Ah -Madamoiſelle.— - great News at our 
Ho iſe. 


Madam. Why, vat be de matter? 


Rafor. The Matter ?- Why, Uptails All's the Matter, 
Madam. Tu te mocque de moy. | 


Raſor. Now do you long to know the Particulars : 


The Time when—The Place where — The Manner how, 


But I don't tell you a Word more. | 
Modam. Nay, den dou kill me, Rar. 
Raſor. Come, kiſs me, then. 
[Clapping bis Hands behind him, 
Madam. Nay, pridee tell me. | 
| Rajor, Good by t' ye. [ Going, 
Madam. Hold, hold: I will kiſs dee. ¶ Ling him. 
Raſor. So, that's civil: Why, now, my pretty Poll, 
my Goldfnch, my little Waterwagtail—-you muſt 
know, that — Come, kiſs me again. 
Madam, 1 won't kiſs de no more. 
. Raſer. Good by t ye. [ Going. 
Madam. Deucement! Derre: es tu content? [ Kiſſing him. 
Raſor. So: Now I'll tell thee all. Why, the News 
is, That Cuckoldom in Folio is newly printed; and 
Matrimony in Quarto is juſt going into the Preſs, Will 
you buy any Books, Madamijelle ? 
Madam. Tu parle comme un Libraire ; de Devil no un- 
derſtand dee. | 
Raſer. Why, then, that I may make myſelf intelli- 
gible to a Waiting- Woman, Þl1 ſpeak like a Valet de 
Chambre. My Lady has cuckolded my Maſter, 
Madam. Boz. 
Rajor. Which we take very ill from her Hands, I can 
tell her that. We can't yet prove Matter of Fact upon 


her. 


Madam. N'inporte. 
Raſor. But we can prove, that Matter of Fact had like 
to have been upon her. : 


Madam. 
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Madam. Ony-da. 

Raſßor. For we have ſuch bloody Circumſtances — 

Madam. Sans doute. 

Raſor. That any Man of Parts may draw tickling 
Concluſions from em. 

Madam. Fort bien. | 

Raſor. We found a couple of tight, well-built 
Gentlemen ſtufft into her Ladyſhig's Cloſet, 

Madam. Le Diable“ 

Raſor. And I, in my particular Perſon, have diſco- 
vered a moſt damnable Plot, how to perſuade my 
Maſter, that all this Hide and Seel, this Vill in the 
Il hiſp, has no other meaning than a Chriſtian Marriage 
for ſweet Mrs. Belinda. 

Madam. Une Mariage *—— 4h les Droles ! 

Raſor. Don't you interrupt me, Huſly ; 'tis agreed, I 
ſay. And my innocent Lady, to wriggle herſelt out at 
at the Back-door of the Buſineſs, turns Marriage-Bawd to 
her Niece, and reſolves to deliver up her fair Body to be 
tumbled and mumbled by that young liquoriſh Whip- 
iter, Heartfree, Now are you fatisfy'd ? 

Madam. No. 

Ra/or. Right Woman; always gaping for more. 

Madam. Dis be all, den, dat dou know ? 

Raſor. All? Aye, and a great deal, too, I think, 

Madam. Dou be Fool, dou know noting, Ecoute, mos 
pauvre Raſor. Dou ſees des two Eyes Be, two Eyes 
have ſee de Devil. 

Raſor. The Woman's mad. 

Madam. In Spring- Garden, dat Rogue Conſtant meet 
dy Lady. 

Raſor. Bon. 

Madam. PH tell dee no more. 

Rafor. Nay, pr'ythee, my Swan, 

Madam. Come, kiſs me den. | a 

[ Clapping her Hands behind her as be did before. 

Raſor. I won't kiſs you, not J. 

Madam. Adieu. Going. 

Raſor. Hold Now proceed, : 
[ ves her a hearty Kiſs. 


Vol. I. K Madam, 
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Madam. Aga————T hide myſelf in one cunning 
Place, where I hear all, and fee all. Firſt, dy drunken 
Maſter come mal a propos ; but de Sot no know his own 
dear Wife, ſo he leave her to her Sport—Den de Game 
begin. De Lover ſay ſoft ting: De Lady look upon de 
Ground. [As foe ſpeaks, Raſor fill acts the Man, and jhe 
the Woman ] He take her by de Hand: She turn her 
Head on oder Way; Den he ſqueeze very hard : Den 
ſhe pull——very ſoftly. Den he take her in his Arm: 
Den ſhe give him leetel pat. Den he kiſs her Tettons, 
Den ſhe ſay -- Piſh, nay fee. Den he tremble : Den ſhe 
e Den he pull her into de Arbour: Den ſhe pinch 

m. 

Raſor. Aye, but not ſo hard, you Baggage, you, 

Madam. Den he grow bold : She grow weak, he tro 
her down, 1 tcinbe defſu, le Diable alſiſte, il emport tout, 
[Rafor fruggles with her, as if he weuld throw her 
down.) Stand off, Sirrah ! 

Raſor. You have ſet me a- fire, you Jade, you, 
Madam. Den go to de River, and quench dy ſelf. 

Raſor. What an unnatural Harlot *tis ! 

Madam. Raſor. [ Looking languiſhingly on him, 

Raſer. Madamoiſelle, 

Madam. Dou no love me. 

Raſor, Not love thee? More than a Frenchman does 
Soup. | | 
Madam. Den dou will refuſe nothing, dat I bid dee? 

Raſor. Don't bid me be damn'd, then. | 

Madam. No, only tell dy Maſter all I have tell dee 
of dy Laty. | | 

Raſor. Why, you little malicious Strumpet, you, 
ſhou'd you like to be ſerv'd ſo? 

Madam. Dou diſpute den ?—Adieu, 

Raſor. Hold—But why wilt thou. make me ſuch a 
Rogue, my Dear? 

Madam. Voila un vrai Anglois ! II oft amoureux, et 
cependant il vtut raiſonner. Va ten au Diable. 

Ka ſar. Hold once more: In hopes thou'lt give me 
up thy Body, I reſign thee my Soul. 

Madam. Bon, eccute donc If dou fail me——— 

1 never 
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I never ſee de more If dou obey me——7e x! 
abandonne a toy. [She takes him about the Neck, and gives 
him a ſmacking Kiſs.] [Exit Madamoiſelle. 

Raſor. [licking his Lips. ] Not be a Rogue? - mer 
wincit Omnia. [Exit Raſor. 


Enter Lady Fancyfull and Madamoiſelle. 
Lady Fan. Marry, ſay ye? Will the two Things marry? 


Madam. On le va faire, Madame. 

Lady Fan. Look you, Madamoiſelle— In ſhort, I can't 
bear it—-No; I find I can't.— If once I fee *em a- bed 
together, I ſhall have ten thouſand Thoughts in my 
Head will make me run diſtracted. Therefore run and 
call Raſor back immediately; for ſomething muſt be 
done to ſtop this impertinent Wedding. If | can but 
defer it four-and-twenty Hours, I'll make ſuch Work 
about Town, with that little pert Slut's Reputation, 
he ſhall as ſoon marry a Witch. 

Madam. [afide.] La weila bien intentionce. [Excunt, 


SCE N E, Conſtant's Ledzings. 


Exter Conſtant and Heartfree, 


U T what doſt think will become of this Bu- 
ſineſs ? 

Heart, Tis eafier to think what will not come on't, 

Conſt. What's that? 

Heart. A Challenge. I know the Knight too well for 
that ; his dear Body will always prevail upon his noble 
Soul to be quiet. 

Cont. But tho? he dare not challenge me, perhaps he 
may venture to challenge his Wife. 

Heart. Not if you whiſper him in the Ear, you won't 
have him do't ; and there's no other way left, that fee. 
For as drunk as he was, he'll remember you and I were 
where we ſhou'd not be; and I don't think him quite 
Blockhead enough yet to be perfuaded we were got into 
his Wife's Cloſet only to peep into her Prayer-Book. 

K 2 Euter 


Conſt. 
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Enter a Servant with a Letter. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Letter; a Porter brought it. 
Conſt, O ho, here's Inſtructions for us. 
Read: : 


The Accident that has happen d has teuch'd our Invention 
to the quick. We wou'd ſain come off, without your 
help; but find that's impaſſible. In a Word, the whole 
Buſineſs muſt be thrown upen a Matrimonial Intrigue 
between your Friend and mine. But if the Parties are 
not fond encugb to go quite threugh with the matter, 
Pris ſufficient for our Turn, they own the De- 

fign. We'll find Pretences enough to break the Maich, 
Adieu, | 


Well, Woman for Invention! How long wou'd my 
Block- Head have been producing this ! — — Hey, Heart- 
free? What, muſing, Man ? Priythee be chearful. What 
ſay'ſt thou, Friend, to this matrimonial Remedy ? 

Heart. Why, 1 ſay, *tis worſe than the Diſeaſe, 

Conſt. Here's a Fellow for you ! There's Beauty and 
Money on her Side, and Love up to the Ears on his: 
and yet 

Heart. And yet, I think, I may reaſonably be allow'd 
to boggle at marrying the Niece, in the very Moment 
that you are debauching the Aunt, 

Cont. Why, truly, there may be ſomething in that. 
But have not you a good Opinion enough of your own 
Parts, to believe you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf ? 

Heart, | ſhou'd have, if 1 had a good Opinion enough 
of her's, to believe ſhe cou'd do as much by me. For to 
do 'em right, after all, the Wife ſeldom rambles, till 
the Huſband ſhews her the way. 

Con. Tis true, a Man of real Worth ſcarce ever is a 
Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are not na- 
turally lewd ; there muſt be ſomething to urge em to it. 
They'll cuckold a Churl, out of Revenge; a Fool, be- 
caure they deſpiſe him; a Beaſt, becauſe they loath him. 
But when they make bold with a Man they once had a 
well- grounded Value for, tis becauſe they firſt ſee them-. 
ſcjves neglected by him. Heart. 
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Heart. Nay, were I well aſſured that I ſhould never 
grow Sir Job, I ne'er ſhou'd fear Belinda wou'd play 
my Lady. But our Weakneſs, thou knoweſt, my F riend, 
conſiſts in that very We we ſo impudently throw 
upon (indeed) a ſteadier and more generous Sex. 

Conſt. Why, faith, we are a little impudent in that 
matter, that's the truth on't. But this 1s wonderful, to 
ſee you grown ſo warm an Advocate for thoſe whom (but 
other Day) you took ſo much Pains to abuſe, 

Heart. All Revolutions run into Extremes; the Bigot 
makes the boldeſt Atheiſt; and the coyeit Saint, the 
moſt extravagant Strumpet. But, pr'ythee, a.lviſe me in 
this Good and Evil, this Life and Death, this Blefling 
and Curſing, that's ſet before me, Shall I marry, or 
die a Maid ? | 

Conft. Why, faith, Heartfree, Matrimony is like an 
Army going to engage. Love's the forlorn Hope, which 
is ſoon cut off; the Marriage-Knot is the main Body, 
which may ſtand buff a long, long time; and Repent- 
ance is the Rear-Guard, which rarely gives ground as 
long as the main Body has a Being. | 

Heart, Concluſion, then ; you adviſe me to whore on, 
as you do. 

Conſt. That's not concluded yet. For tho* Marriage 
be a Lottery, in which there are a wondrous many 
Blanks ; yet there is one ineſtimable Lot, in which the 
only Heaven on Earth is written. Wou'd your kind Fate 
but guide your Hand to that, tho' I were wrapt in all 
that Luxury-itfelf could clothe me with, I {till ſhou'd 
envy you. 

Heart. And juſtly, too; for to be capable of loving 
one, doubtleſs, is better than to poſſeſs a thouſand. But 
how far that Capacity's'in me, alas! I know not. 

Conſt. But you wou'd know. 

Heart, I wou'd ſo. 

Conſt. Matrimony will inform you. Come, one Flight 
of Reſolution carries you to the Land of Experience; 
where, in a very moderate time, you'll know the Capa- 
city of your Soul and your Body both, or I'm miſtaken, 

[ Exeunt, 
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SCENE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 
Bel. ELL, Madam, what Anſwer have you from 


'em? 

Lady Brute. That they'll be here this Moment. I 
fancy *cwill end in a Wedding : I'm ſure he's a Fool if 
it don't. Ten thouſand Pounds, and ſuch a Laſs as you 
are, is no contemptible Offer to a younger Brother. But 
are not you under ſtrange Apitations ? Pr'ythee, how 
does your Pulſe beat ? 

Bel. High and low, I have much ado to be valiant : 
ſure it mull feel very ſtrange to go to Bed to a Man ? 

Lady Brute. Um it does feel a little odd at 
firſt ; but it will ſoon grow eaſy to you. 

Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 


Lady Brute, Good-morrow, Gentlemen: How have 
yea flept after your Adventure ? 

Hearn Some careful Thoughts, Ladies, on your ac- 
counts, have kept us waking. 
Bel. And ſome careful Thoughts on your own, I be- 
lieve, have hindered you from WE Pray how does 
this matrimonial Project reliſh with you? 

Heart. Why, faith, e'en as ſtorming Towns does with 
Soldiers, where the Hope of delicious Plunder baniſhes 
the Fear of being knock'd on the Head. 

Bel. Is it then poſſible, after all, that you dare think 


of downright lawful Wedlock ? | 

Heart, Madam, you have made me ſo fool-hardy, I 
dare do any thing. 

Bel. Then, Sir, I challenge you; and Natrimony's 
the Spot where I expect you. 

Heart. *Tis enough; Pl not fail. [a/iae.] So, now, 
Jam in for Hobles's Voyage; a great Leap in the Dark. 

Lady Brute, Well, Gentlemen, this Matter being con- 
cluded then, have you got your Leſſons ready? for Sir 
Fehn is grown ſuch an Atheiſt of late, he'll believe no- 


thing upon ealy Terme. 
as 13 f Conſt. i 
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Cent. We'll find ways to extend his Faith, Madam, 
But pray how do you find him this Morning ? 

Lady Brute, Moſt lamentably moroſe, chewing the Cud 
2fter laſt Night's Diſcovery, of which, however, he had 
but a confus'd Notion e'en now. But I'm afraid the Va- 
let de Chambre has told him all ; for they are very buſy 
woether at this Moment, When I told him of Belinda's 
Marriage, I had no other Anſwer but a Grunt : From 
winch, you may draw what Concluſions you think fit, 
But to your Notes, Gentlemen, he's here. 


Enter Sir John and Raſor. 


Cone. Good-morrow, Sir. 

Hart. Good-morrow, Sir John; I'm very ſorry my 
indiſcretion ſhou'd cauſe ſo much Diſorder in your Fa- 
mily. | 

Sir Jeba. Diſorders generally come from Indiſcretion, 
Sir; 'tis no ſtrange thing at all. 

Lady Brute. I hope, my Dear, you are fatisfied there 
was no wrong intended you. 

Sir Jobn. None, my Dove. 

Bel. If not, I hope my Conſent to marry Mr. Heart- 
free will convince you. For as little as I know of A- 
mours, Sir, I can aſſure you, one Intrigue is enou h to 
bring four People together, without further Miſchief, 

Sir Jobn. And I knoy too, that Intrigues tend to Pro- 
creation of more kinds than one. One Intrigue will be- 
get another, as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daughter, 

Conſt. I am very ſorry, Sir, to ſee you {till ſeem un- 
ſatisfy'd with a Lady, whoſe more than common Virtue, 
I am ſure were ſhe my Wife, ſhou'd meet a better Uſage. 

Sir John. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick upon 
her Virtue, her Virtue's the Bubble, but her Huſband's 
the Loſer. | 

Cenft, Sir, you have receiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer al- 
ready, to juſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'll 
pardon me for meddling in your Family-affairs . but I 
perceive I am the Man you are jealous of, and there- 


fore it concerns me. 
| K 4 Sir Jobn. 
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Sir Jehn. Wou'd it did not concern me, and then ] 
ſhou'd not care who it concern'd, 

Conſt, Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't content 
you, 1 know but one way more, which, if you think fit, 
you may take, 

Sir Fohn. Lord, Sir, you are very haſty ! If I had been 
found at Prayers in your Wife's Cloſet, I ſhould have al- 
low'd you twice as much time to come to yourſelf in. 

Const. Nay, Sir, if Time be all you want, we have 
no Quarrel. 

Heart, I told you how the Sword wou'd work upon 
him. [Sir John muſes. 

Conſt. Let him muſe ; however, I'll lay fifty Pound 
our Foreman brings us in, Not Guilty. 

Sir John. [afide.] *Tis well tis very well 
In ſpite of that young Jade's matrimonial Intrigue, I am 
a downright ſtinking Cuckold — Here they are—— 
Boo» [ Putting his hand to his Forehead] Methinks, 
I could butt with a Bull. What the Plague did I marry 
her for? I knew ſhe did not like me; if ſhe had, ſhe 
wou'd have lain with me; for I wou'd have done fo, be- 
cauſe I 1ik*d her; but that's paſt, and I have her. And 
now, what ſhall I do with her? If I put my Horns 
into my Pocket, ſhe'll grow infolent——1f I don't, that 
Goat there, that Stallion, is ready to whip me thro” the 
Guts. The Debate then is reduced to this: Shall I die 
a Hero, or hve a Raſcal ? Why, wiſer Men than I 
have long ſince concluded, that a living Dog 1s better 
than a dead Lion. [To Conſt. and Heart.] Gentle- 
men, now my Wine and my Paſſion are governable, I 
muſt own, I have never obſerv'd any Thing in my Wife's 
Courſe of Life, to back me in my Jealoufy of her : But 
Jealouſy's a Mark of Love; ſo ſhe need not trouble her 
Head about it, as long as I make no more Words on't. 


Lady Fancyfull enters diſguis'd, and addreſſes to Belinda 
apart. 

Conf?. I'm glad to ſee your Reaſon rule at laſt, Give me 

your Hand : I hope you'll look upon me as you are wont. 

Sir John. Your humble Servant. [a/ide.] A wheedling 

Son of a Whore ! | Heart. 
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Heart. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with 
me, too, pray give me your Conſent to wed your Niece. 
Sir Jobn. Sir, 2 have it with all my Heart : Damn 


me if you han't. [de.] Tis time to get rid of her: A 
oung, pert Pimp ; ſhe'll make an incomparable Bawd 
in a little time. 
Enter a Servant, who gives Heartfree a Letter. 


Bel. Heartfree your Huſband, ſay you? *Tisimpoſſible: 
Lady Fan. Wou'd to kind Heaven it were]! But 'tis 
too true ; and in the World there lives not ſuch a 
Wretch. I'm young; and either I have been flatter'd 
by my Friends, as well as Glaſs, or Nature has been kind 
and generous to me. I had a Fortune, too, was greater 
far than he could ever hope for ; but with my Heart I 
am robb'd of all the reſt, I am lighted and I'm beg- 
gar'd both at once: I have ſcarce a bare Subſiſtence from 
the Villain, yet dare complain to none ; for he has ſworn 
if e'er 'tis known I'm his Wife, he'll murder me. 
| Weeping. 
Bel. The Traitor! F 
Lady Fan. I accidentally was told he courted you: 
Charity ſoon prevail'd upon me to prevent your Miſery: 
And, as you ſee, I'm ſtill ſo generous even to him, as 
not to ſuffer he ſhould do a thing for which the Law 
might take away his Life. [ Weeping. 
Bel. Poor Creature! how I pity her! | 
They continue talking aſide. © 
Heart. [afide ] Death and Damnation ! Let me 
read it again. Reads. ] Tho' 1 have a particular reaſon 
nct to let you know who 1 am till I fee you; yet you'll eafily 
believe tis a faithful Friend that gives you this Advice. 
1 have lain with Belinda (Good !)— I have a Child. by 
ber (Better and better!) which is now at Nurſe ; (Hea- 
ven be prais'd) and I think the Foundation laid for ano- 
ther (Ha!=—Old Truepenny ! )— No Rack ceu'd hav? 
tortur'd this Story from me; but Friendſhip has done it. 1 
heard of your Defign to marry her, and cou'd net ſee yeu 
abus'd, Make uſe of my Advice, but keep my Secret till I 


ak you fer't again. Adieu. [Exit Ledy Fancvtull, 
K 5 Conf? . 
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Cenſt. [to Bel.) Come, Madam, ſhall we ſend. for the 
Parſon ? ] doubt here's no Bufineſs for the Lawyer: 
Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their 
Hearts, and that I believe my Friend here has already 
done very faithfully, 

Bel. | ſcornfully.] Are you ſure, Sir, there are no 
old Mortgages upon it ? 

Heart. [coldly.] If you think there are, Madam, it 
mayn't be amits to defer the Marriage till you are ſure 
they are paid of, 

Bel. | ide] How the gall'd Horſe kicks! 

{To Heart, ] We'll deter it as long as you pleaſe, Sir. 

Heart. The more time we take to conſider on't, Ma- 
dam, the leſs apt we ſhall be to commit Overſights; 
therefore, if you pleaſe, we will put it off for juſt nine 
Months. 

Bel. Guilty Conſciences make Men Cowards ; I don't 
wonder you want time to reſolve, | . 

Heart. And they make Women deſperate ; I don't 
wonder you are ſo quickly determin'd. 

Bel. What does the Fellow mean ? 

Heart. What does the Lady mean ? 

Sir Fehn, Zoons, what do you both mean? 

[Heart. and Bel. avalk chafing about, 

Rafer. [afide.) Here is ſo much Sport going to be 
ſpoil'd, it makes me ready to weep again. A Pox o' this 
1mpertinent Lady Fancyfal, and her Plots, and her French- 
wH1man to; ſhe's a whimſical, ill- natur'd Bitch, and 
when I have got my Bones broke in her Service, 'tis ten 
to one but my Recompence is a Clap; I hear them tit- 
tering without ſtill, I- cod, 11 c'en go lug them both in 
by the Ears, and diſcover the Plot, to ſecure my Pardon. 
[Exit Raſor. 
Conft, Priythee, explain, Heartfree. Ne We Re 

Heart. A fair Deliverance ; thank my Stars and my 
Friend, | ART 

Bel. *Tis well it went no farther ; a baſe Fellow! 

Lady Brute. What can be the meaning of all this ? 

Bel. What's his Meaning, I don't know; but mine is, 
that if I had married him !] had had no RO f 
| | cart. 
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Heart. And what's her Meaning I don't know ; but 
mine is, that if I had married her--I had had Wife enough. 

Sir Jobn. Your People of Wit have got ſuch cramp 
ways of expreſſing themſelves, they ſeldom comprehend 
one another, Pox take you both, will you ſpeak that 
you may be underſtood ? ; 


Enter Raſor in Sackcloth, pulling in Lady Faneyfull 
and Madamoiſelle. 


Ra br. If they won't, here comes an Interpreter. 

Lady Brute. Heavens ! what have we here ? 

Raſor. A Villain——but a repenting Villain, Stuff 
which Saints in all Ages have been made of. 

All. Rafor ! 

Lady Brute, What means this ſudden Metamorphoſe ? 

Raſer. Nothing, without my Pardon. 

Lady Brute. What Pardon do you want ? 

Raſor. Imprimis, Your Ladyſhip's ; for a damnable 
Lie made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, and ſet to the June 
of Spring- Garden. [To Sir John.] Next, at my generous 
Maſter's Feet I bend, for interrupting his more noble 
Thoughts with Phantoms of diſgraceful Cuckoldom. [To 
Conſt, ] Thirdly, I to this Gentleman apply, for making 
him the Hero of my Romance, [To Heart.] Fourthly, 
your Pardon, noble Sir, I aſk, for clandeſtinely marrying 
you, without either bidding of Banns, Biſhop's Licence, 
Friends Conſent——or your own Knowledge. [To Bel.] 
And, laſtly, to my good young Lady's Clemency 1 
come, for pretending the Corn was ſow'din the Ground, 
before ever the Plough had been in the Field, "2, 

Ser Fohn. [Aſide. ] So that, after all, tis a moot point, 
whether I am a Cuckold or not. 

Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition you confeſs all, PII: 
pardon you myſelf, and try to obtain as much from the 
reſt of the Company. But I mult know, then, Who tis 
has put you upon all this Miſchief ? | 

Raſor. Satan, and his Equipage; Woman tempted me, 
Luſt weakened me——and ſo the Devil over- came me; 
as fell Adam, ſo fell I. 

Bel. Then pray, Mr. Adam, will you make us æc- 
quainted with your Ewe Raſer, 
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Raſor. To Madam. ] Unmaſk, for the Honour of France. 

All. Madamoiſelle | 

Madam. Me aſk ten touſand Pardon of all de good 
Company. F 

Sir Fohn, Why, this Myſtery thickens, inſtead of clear- 
ing up. [To Raſor.] You Son of a Whore, you, put us 
out ot our Pain, 

Rajer. One Moment brings Sunſhine. [Shexwing Ma- 
dam. ] *'Tis true, this is the Woman that tempted me, 
but this is the Serpent that tempted the Woman; and if 
my Prayers might be heard, her Puniſhment for ſo do- 
ing ſhou'd be like the Serpent's of old [Pulli off Lady 
Fancytfull's Maſe.] She ſhould he upon her Face all the 
Days of her Life. 

All. Lady Fancyfull ! 

Bel. Impertinent ! 

Lady Brute. Ridiculous ! 

All. Ha | ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Bel. I hope your Ladyſhip will give me leave to wiſh 
you Joy, ſince you have own'd your Marriage yourſelf— 
[To Heart.) I vow *twas ſtrangely wicked in you to 
think of another Wife, when you had one already ſo 
charming as her Ladyſhip. 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Lady Fan. [ Afide.) Confuſion ſeize em, as it ſeizes me 

Madam. Que le Diable e toute ce Mauraut de Raſor. 

Bel. Your Ladyſhip ſeems diſorder'd: A breeding 
Qualm, perhaps, Mr. Heartfree + Your Bottle of H un- 
gary Water to your Lady. Why, Madam, he ftands as 
unconcern'd, as if he were your Huſband in earneſt. 

Ledy Fan. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſelf. Be- 
linda, you think you triumph over a Rival now: Helas / 
ma paudre fille, Where'er I'm Rival, there's no Cauſe 
for Mirth. No, my poor Wretch, *tis from another Prin- 
ciple I have acted. I knew that Thing therewou'd make 
ſo perverſe a Huſband, and you ſo impertinent a Wife, 
that leſt your mutual Plagues ſhould make you both run 
mad, I charitably would have broke the Match, He! 
he! he! he! he! 

[Exit. laughing aſfectedly, Madamoiſelle following ber. 

| Madam. 


The PROVOR DD Wir. 205 


Madam. He | he ! he! he! he! 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha 

Sir Jobn. [ Afide.) Why, now, this Woman will be 
married to ſomebody, too. 

Bel. Poor Creature! what a Paſſion ſhe's in! But I 
forgive her. 

Heart. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, 1 
hope you'll pardon my Offence, too, Madam. 

Bel. There will be no great Difliculty in that, ſince 
Jam guilty of an _ Fault. 

Heart. Then Pardons being paſt on all ſides, pray 
let's to Church to conclude the Day's Work. 

Conft. But before you go, let me treat you, pray, with 
a Song a new- married Lady made within this Week; 
it may be of uſe to you both. 


. 


J. 


HEN yielding firſt to Damon's Flame, 
1 funk into his Arms; 

He ſwore he'd ever be the ſame, 

Then rified all my Charms. 
But fond of what he'd long defir'd, 

Too greedy of his Prey, 
My Shepherd's Flame, alas ! expir'd 

Before the Verge of Day. 


IT. 


My Innocence in Lovers Varus 
Reproach'd his quick Defeat ; 

Confus'd, aſbam d,, and bath'd in Tears, 
1 mourn'd his cold Retreat. 

At length, Ah Shepherdeſs ! cry'd he, 
Ven d you my Fire renew, 

Alas, you muſt retreat like me, 


Pm left if you purſue. 


Heart, 
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Heart. So, Madam ; now had the Parſon but done his 
Buſineſs 
Bel. You'd be half weary of your Bargain. 
1 No, fure, | might diſpenſe with one Night's 
in 
Bil. 5 m ready to try, Sir. 
Heart. Then let's to Church: 
And if it be our Chance to diſagree —— 
Bel. Take heed - the ſurly Huſband's Fate you ſee. 
[ Exeunt omne r. 
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By Another Hand. 


Spoken by Lady BRUTE and BEUIN DA. 
Lady Brute. O Epilogue ! 


Belinda, I favear I know of none, 
Lord! How all we excuſe it to the Town ? 
Bel. Why, wwe muſt een ſay ſomething of our own, c 
Lady Brute. Our own ! Ay, that muſt needs be precious fluff. 
Bel. PII lay my Life, they'll like it well enough. 


Come, faith, begin 
Lady Brute. Excuſe me, after you. 
Bel. Nay, pardon me for that, I know my Cue, 
Lady Brute. O for the World, I would not have Precedence. 
Bel. O Lord! 
Lady Brute.  fwear— 
Bel. O He! | 
Lady Brute. I all Obedience. 
Firſt then, know all, before our Doem is ft, 
The Third Day is for u 
Bel. Nay, and the Sixth, 
Lady Brute. We ſpeak net from zhe Poet now, nor is it 
His Caule - (I want a Rhyme) 


Bel. That we ſollicit. 

Lady Brute. T hen /ure you cannot have the Hearts to be ſevere 
And damn us 

Bel. Damn us ! Let *em if they dare, 

Lady Brute. Why, if th y /hculd, what "uniſhment remains ? 

Bel Eternal Exile from behind our Scenes. 


Lady Brute. But if they're find, that Sentence we'll recal, 
We can be grateful on 
Bel. And have wherewithal, 
Lady Brute. But at Grand Treaties hope net to be truſted, 
Before Preliminaries are adjufted. 
Bel, ' You knowthe Time, and we appoint the Place; 
Where, if you fl:aſe,uv&1! meet and fign the Peace. 
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DHE HUI 


Upon the revival of this Play in 1725, Sir 
Jobn Vanbrugb thought proper to write the 
tw-o following Scenes, in the room of thoſe 


printed Page 166,—168, 173, Sc. Se. 
e. 


SCENE, Coven.-Carden. 


Enter Lord Rake, Sir John, Cc. with Swords drawn. 


Lord Rake. J S the Dog dead? 
Col. Bully. No, damn him, I heard him 


wheeze. 

Lord Rake. How the Witch his Wife howl'd ? 

Col. Bully. Aye, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently. 

Lord Rake. Appear, Knight, then : Come, you have 
a good Cauſe to fight for, there's a Man murder'd. 

Sir Jobn. Is there? Then let his Ghoſt be ſatisfy'd : 
for I'll ſacrifice a Conſtable to it preſently, and burn 
his Body upon his wooden Chair. : 


Enter a Taylor, with a Bundle under his Arm. 


Cel. Bully. How now ! what have we got here ? A 
Thief? | | 

Taylor. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no T hief. 

Lord Rake. That we'll ſee preſently : Here! let the 
General examine him. 3 

Sir Fobn. Ay, ay, let me examine him; and I'll lay 
a hundred Pound I find him guilty in ſpite of his Teeth 
—--for he Icoks-—like a—ſneaking Raſcal. Come, 


. Sirrah, without Equivocation or mental * 
: | te 
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tell me of what Opinion you are, and what Calling ; 
for by them ——! ſhall gueſs at your Morals. 

Taylor. An't pleaſe you, I'm a Diſſenting Journey- 
man Woman's Taylor. 

Sir John, Then, Sirrah, you love Lying by your 
Religion, and Theft by your Trade: And ſo, that your 
Puniſhment may be ſuitable to your Crimes——Pl 
have you firſt gagg'd - and then hang'd. 

Tayl. Pray, good worthy Gentlemen, don't abuſe 
me: Indeed Fm an honeſt Man, and a good Workman, 
tho” I fay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it. 

Sir John, No Words, Sirrah, but attend your Fate. 

Lord Rake. Let me ſee wi..t's in that Bundle. 

T9 Aa't pleaſe you, it's my Lady's ſhort Cloak and 
Sack, . 

* Sir John. What Lady, you Reptile, you? | 

Tayl. My Lady Brute, an't pleaſe your Honour. 

Sir Jobn. My Lady Brute my Wife! the Robe of 
my Wife — with Reverence let me approach it. The 
dear Angel is always taking Care of me in Danger, and 
has ſent me this Suit of Armour to protect me in this 
Day of Battle ; on they go. 

All. O brave Knight! 

Lord Rake. Live Don Quixote the Second! 

Sir John. Sancho, my Squire, help me on with my 
Armour, 

Tayl. O dear Gentlemen! I ſhall be quite undone if 
you take the Sack. 

Sir Jobn. Retirgy Sirrah ! and ſince you carry off your 
Skin, $4 home and be happy. 

Tayl. | think I'd e'en as good follow the Gentleman's 
Advice, for if I diſpute any longer, who knows but the 
whim may take 'em to caſe me—Theſe Courtiers are 
fuller of Tricks than they are of Money: they'll ſooner 
break a Man's Bones, than pay his Bill. [Exit Tayl. 

Sir John. So! how d'ye like my ſhapes now ? 

Lord Rake. To a Miracle! He looks like a Queen 
of the Amazons —But to your Arms! Gentlemen! The 
Enemy's upon their March—here's the Watch 

Sir John. *Oons ! if it were Alexander the * at 

e 
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the Head of his Army, I would drive him into a Horſe- 
Pond. 


All, Huzza ! O brave Knight! 
Enter Watchmen. 


Sir John. See! Here he comes, with all his Greeks 
about him Follow me, Boys. 

Match. Hey-dey ! Who have we got here — Stand. 

Sir Jobn. May-hap not! 

Watch. What are you all doing here in the Streets at 
this time o'night ? And who are you, Madam, that ſeem 
to. be at the Head of this noble Crew ? 

Sir Fchn. Sirrah, I ani Benduca, Queen of the 
Welchmen ; and with a Leck as long as my Pedigree, 
I will deſtroy your Roman Legion in an Inſtant - Bri— 
tous, ſtrike home, 

[They feht off. Watch. return with Sir John. 

Watch, to! We have got the Queen, however! 
We'll make her pay well for her Ranſom— Come, Ma- 
_ will your Majeſty pleaſe to walk before the Con- 

e ? 

Sir John. The Conſtable's a Raſcal ! And you are 
a Son of a Whore ! 

Watch. A moſt noble Reply, truly ! If this be her 
royal Style, Fl] warrant her Maids of Honour prattle 

rettily : But we'll teach you ſome of our Court Dialect 
fore we part with you, Princeſs—Away with her to 
the Round-houſe. 
Sir John. Hands off, you Ruffians! My Honour's dearer 
to me than my Life; I hope you won't be uncivil. 
Watch. Away with her, [ Excunt. 


* 


SCENE, A Street. 


Enter Con/table and Watchmen, with Sir John. 


Con ſt ab. OME, forfooth, come along, if you pleaſe! 

| 41 once in Compaſſion thought to have ſeen 
you ſafe home this Morning: But you have been ſo — 

pan 


— — 
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pant and abuſive all Night, I ſhall fee what the Juſtice 


of Peace will ſay to you. 
Sir Jobn And you ſhall ſee what I'll ſay to the Juſ- 
tice of Peace. [Watchman Au, at the Door. 


Enter Servant. 


Conflab. Is Mr. Juſtice at home? 

Serv. Yes. | 

Conflab. Pray acquaint his Worſhip we have got an 
unruly Woman here, and deſire to know what he'll 
pleaſe to have done with her. 

Serv. I'll acquaint my Maſter. [ Exit Serw. 

Sir Fehn. Hark you, Conſtable, what cuckoldly Juſ- 
tice 1s this ? 

Conſt. One that knows how to deal with ſuch Romps 
as you are, I'll warrant you. 


Enter Fuftice. 


Juſt, Well, Mr. Conſtable, what is the matter there ? 
Conſt. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, this here comical 
ſort of a Gentlewoman has committed great Outrages 
to-night, She has been frolicking with my Lord Rake 
and his Gang ; they attacked the Watch, and I hear 
there has been a Man kill'd : I believe 'tis they have 
done it. 5 
Sir Fohn. Sir, there may have been Murder, for aught 
I know; and 'tis a great Mercy there has not been a 
Rape too—that Fellow wou'd have raviſh'd me. 
2d Watch, Raviſh! Raviſh! O lud O lud! O lud! 
Raviſh her! Why, pleaſe your Worſhip, I aeard Mr. 
Conſtable ſay he believed ſhe was little better than a 
Maphrodite. 
Juſt, Why, truly, ſhe does ſeem a little maſculine 
about the Mouth. 8 
24 Watch. Ves, and about the Hands too, an't pleaſe 
your Worſhip.; I did but offer in mere civility to help 
her up the Steps into our Apartment, and with her gri- 
pen Fiſt—ay, juſt ſo, Sir, [Sir John 4necks him down. 
Sir Tohn. I felPd him to the Ground like an Ox. 
Juſt, Out upon this boiſterous Woman! Out upon 
her, he Sir Jobn. 


, 
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Sir Jobn. Mr. Juſtice, he wou'd have been uncivil ! Ic 
was in Defence of my Honour, and I demand Satisfac. 
tion. | 

24 Watch, I hope your Worſhip will ſatisfy her Ho- 
nour in Bridewell ; that Fiſt of hers will make an ad- 
mirable Hemp-beater. 

Sir John. Sir, 1 hope you will protect me againſt 
that libidinous Raſcal ; I am a Woman of Quality and 
Virtue too, for all I am in an Undreſs this Morning. 

Juſt. Why, ſhe has really the Air of a Sort of a Wo- 
man a little ſomething out of the common Madam, 
if you expect I ſhou'd be favourable to you, I deſire [ 
may know who you are. 

Sir Jabn. Sir, I am any body, at your Service. 

7aſt. Lady, I deſtre to know your Name ? 

Sir 7ehn. Sir, my Name's Mary. 

Jui. Ay, but your Sur-name, Madam? 

Sir John. Sir, my Sur-name's the very ſame with my 
Huſband's. | 

Jui. A ſtrange Woman this! Who is your Huſband, 
pray ? 

Sir Fobn, Sir John, | : 

Jul. Sir John who? 

Sir Jobn. Sir John Brute. 

Jui. Is it poſſible, Madam, you can be my Lady 
Brute? 

Sir Jobn. That happy Woman, Sir, am I; only a 
little in my Merriment to- night. 

Juſt. I am concern'd for Sir John. 

Sir FJobn. Truly, foam J. | 

Jui. T have heard he's an honeſt Gentleman — 

Sir John. As ever drank. 

Fuft. Good lack ! Indeed, Lady, I'm ſorry he has 
ſuch a Wife, 

Sir Jobn. I am ſorry he has any Wife at all. 

Juſt. And ſo perhaps may he | doubt you have 
not given him a very good Taſte of Matrimony. _ 

Sir Jobn. Taſte, Sir! Sir, I have ſcorn'd to flint him 
to a Taſte, I have given him a full Meal of it. 

Juſt. Indeed I believe ſo! But pray, fair Lady, 2 * 


* 
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he have given you any Occaſion for this extraordinary 
Conduct? — Does he not uſe you well? 

Sir John A little upon the rough ſometimes. 

Juft. Ay, any Man may be out of Humour now and 
tken. 

Sir John. Sir, I love Peace and Quiet, and when a 
Woman don't find that at home, ſhe's apt ſometimes to 
comfort herſelf with a few innocent Diverſions abroad. 

Juſt. I doubt he uſes you bur too well. Pray how 
does he as to that weighty thing, Money ? Does he al- 
low you what 1s proper of that ? 

Sir John. Sir, I have generally enough to pay the 
reckoning, if this Son of a Whore of a Drawer wou'd 
but bring his Bill. | 

Juſt. A ſtrange Woman this Does he ſpend a rea- 
ſonable Portion of his time at home, to the Comfort of 
his Wife and Children? 

Sir John, He never gave his Wife cauſe to repine at 
lis being abroad in his Life. 

Juſt. Pray, Madam, how may he be in the grand 
matrimonial Point Is he true to your Bed ? 

Sir John, Chaſte! Oons ! This Fellow aſks ſo many 
impertinent Queſtions! P'gad, I believe it is the Juſtice's 
Wife in the Jaſtice's Clothes. 

Juſt Tis a great po he ſhould have been thus diſ- 
poſed of— Pray, Madam, (and then I've done) what 
may be your Ladyſhip's common Method of Life, if 
may preſume ſo tar ? 

Sir John, Why, Sir, much that of a Woman of 
Quality. 

Juſt. Pray how may you generally paſs your time, 
Madam ? Your Morning, for example. 

Sir John. Sir, like a Woman of Quality — I wake 
about two o*Clock in the Afternoon Il ftretch — and 
make a ſign for my Chocolate — When I have drank 
three Cups I ſlide down again upon my Back, with 
my Arms over my Head, while my two Maids put on 
my Stockings Then hanging upon their Shoulders, 


I am trail'd to my great Chair, where I fit —— and yawn 
——for my Breakfaſt If it don't come preſently, 1 


he 
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lie down upon my Couch to ſay my Prayers, while my 
Maid reads me the Play-bills, 
Jiuſt. Very well, Madam. 

Sir John. When the Tea is brought in, I drink 
twelve regular Diſhes, with eight Slices of Bread and 
Butter — And half an Hour after, I ſend to the Cook 
to know if the Dinner is almoſt ready. 

Juſt. So; Madam 

Sir Jobn. By that time my Head is half dreſt, I hear 
my Huſband ſwearing himſelf into a State of Perdition, 
that the Meat's all cold upon the Table; to amend 
which, I come down in an Hour more, and have it 
ſent back to the Kitchen, to be all dreſt over again. 

«/t. Poor Man! 

Sir John, When J have din'd, and my idle Servants 
are preſumptuouſly ſet down at their Eaſe, to do ſo too, 
1 call for my Coach, to go viſit fifty dear Friends, of 
whom I hope I ſhall never find one at home, while 1 
ſhall live. 

Fauſt. So! There's the 6. hay Afternoon pretty 
well diſpos'd of—Pray, Madam, how do you paſs your 
Evenings ? 

Sir John. Like a Woman of Spirit, Sir, a great Spirit. 
Give me a Box and Dice—Seven's the main, Oons ! Sir, 
F ſet you a hundred Pound! Why, do you think Wo- 
men are married now-a-Days, to fit at home and mend 
Napkins? Sir, we have nobler ways of paſling time. 

Juſt. Mercy upon us, Mr. Conſtable, what will this 
Age come to ? | 

Conſtab. What will it come to, indeed, if ſuch Wo- 
men as theſe ere nor ſet in the Stocks? : 

Sir John. Sir, I have alittle urgent Buſineſs calls upon 
me; and therefore I deſire the Favour of you to bring 
Matters to a Concluſion. 

Juſt. Madam, if I were ſure that Buſineſs were not to 
commit more Diſorders, I wou'd relcaſe you. 

Sir Jobn. None by my virtue. | 

Fuft. Then, Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge her. 

Sir John. Sir, your very humble Servant, If you 


pleaſe to accept of a Bottle 
2 
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uſt. I thank you, kindly, Madam 5 but I never 
drink in a Morning. Good by t'ye. 

Sir John, Good-by-t'ye. good Sir. [ Exit Juſtice. 
So- now, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall you and I go pick up 
a Whore together ? 

Conſtab, No, thank you, Madam; my Wife's enough 
to ſatisfy any reaſonable Man. 

Sir John. | a/ide.) He, he, he, he, he——the Fool is 
married, then. Well, you won't go? 

Conflab, Not I, truly, 

Sir Jobn. Then PII go by myſelf; and you and your 
Wife may be damn'd, [Exit Sir John. 

Conſtable gazing after her.] Why, God- a- merey, Lady. 


[ Exeunt. 


Volt: 1 


LEE 
PREFACE. 


O ſpeak for a Play, if it cannot ſpeak for 

itſelf, is vain; and if it can, it is needleſs, 
For one of theſe Reaſons (I cannot yet tell which, 
for it is now but the ſecond Day of acting) I re- 
ſolve to ſay nothing for E/op, though I know he 
would be glad of Help ; for let the beſt happen that 
can, his ; rec is up Hill, with a dead Engi;h 
Weight at the Tail of him, en ach 

At Paris, indeed, he ſcrambled up ſomething faſter 

for it was up Hill there, too) than I am afraid he 
will do here: The French having more Mercur 
in their Heads, and leſs Beef and Pudding in their 
Bellies, Our Solidity may ſet hard, what their 
Folly makes eaſy ; for Fools I own they are, you 
know we have found them ſo in the Conduct of the 
War; 1 wiſh we may do lo in the Management of 
the Peace; but that is neither Z/p's Buſineſs nor 
mine. 

This Play, Gentlemen (or one not much unlike 
it), was writ in French about fix Years ſince by one 
Monſieur Bourfaut ; it was play'd at Paris by the 
French Comedians, and this was its Fate, 

The firſt Day it appeared, it was routed (People 
ſeldom being fond of what they do not underſtand, 
their own {ſweet Perſons excepted). The ſecond 
(by the help of ſome bold Knights-Errant) it ral- 
lied; the third it advanced ; the fourth it gave a 
* 4 igorous 


PN EF A C. 


vigorous Attack; and the fifth put all the Feathers 
in Town to the ſcamper, purſuing them on to the 
fourteenth, and then they cried out Quarter. 

It is not reaſonable to expect E/op ſhould gain fo 
great a Victory here, ſince it is poſſible, by — 
with his Sword, I may have turned the Edge on't. 
For I confeſs in the IJranſlation I have not at all 

ſtuck to the Original; nay, I have gone farther : [ 
have wholly added the fifth Act, and crouded a 
Country Gentleman into the fourth; for which I 
aſk Monſieur Bourſaut's Pardon with all my Heart, 
but doubt I never ſhall obtain it for bringing him 
into ſuch Company. Though, after all, had I been 
ſo complaiſant to have waited on his Play Word 
for Word, it is poſſible, even that might not have 
enſured the Succeſs of it; for though it ſwam in 
France, it might have ſunk in England, Their 
Country abounds in Cork, ours in Lead, 
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PROLOGUE. 


Allan's, wwe never yet produc'd a Play 
With greater Fears than this we act to-day ; 

Barren of all the Graces of the Stage, 
Barren of all that entertains this Age. 
No Hero, no Romance, no Plot, no Shu, 
Ne Rape, no Bawdy, no Intrigue, no Beau : 
There's nothing in't with which we uſe to pleaſe ye ; 
With downright dull Inſtruction ware to teaſe ye 3 
The Stage turns Pulpit, and the World's fo fickle, 
The Play-Houſe in a Whim turns Conventicle, 
But Preaching here muſt prove a hungry Trade; 
The Patentees will find ſo, I'm afraid: 
Fer tha” with heavenly Zeal you all abound, 
As by your Lives and Morals may be found ; 
Tho" every Female here oerflows with Grace, 
And chaſte Diana's written in her Face ; 
Tho) Maids renounce the Sweets of Fornication, 
And one lewd Wife's not left in all the Nation; 
Tho" Men grow true, and the feul Fiend defy ; 
The' Tradeſmen cheat no more, nor Lawyers lye ; 
Tho" not one Spot be found on Levi's Tribe, 
Nor one ſoft Courtier that auill touch a Bribe; 
Vet in the midſt of ſuch religious Days, | 
Sermons have never borne the Price of Plays. 


1 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
E/þ, Y : Mr. Cibler, 
Learchus, Governor of Syzicus, Mr. Dog get. 
Oreoxces, in love with Euphronia, Mr. Harland, 


W OM EN. 


Euphronia, Daughter to Learchus, in J Mrs Temple. 


love with Oronces, 
Doris, her Nurle, | Mrs. YVerbruggen, 


People who come to Ep, upon ſeveral Occaſions, 
independent one of another, 


Mr. Pinkethman nd 


Two Country Tradeſmen, 1 
Roger, a Country Bumpkin, Mr. Haynes. 
Quoint, a Herald, Mr. Pinkethman. 
Fruitful, an Inn-keeper Mr. Smeton. 
A Country Gentleman, Mr. Pinkethman. 


A Prieſt, Muſicians, &c. 

Hortenſia, an affected learned Lady, Mrs. Kent. 
Aminta, a lewd Mother, Mrs. Willis. 
Forge-Will, a Scrivener's Widow, Mrs. Finch. 


Fruitful, Wife to the Inn-keef er, Mrs. Pavel. 
E S OP. 


At Av. | KA, 
CEXEEREEEESI 
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ACT Il. SCENE I. 
S :$--N E, Learchus's Houſe. 


Enter Learchus, Euphronia, and Doris. 


Lear, T length I am bleſt with the ſight of the 
World's Wonder, the Delight of Mankind, 
the incomparable Ep. You had time to obſerve him 
laſt Night, Daughter, as he ſat at Supper with me. 
Tell me how you like him, Child; is he not a charming 
Perſon ? 1 
Euph. Charming ! 
Lear. What ſay'ſt thou to him, Doris? Thou art a 
good Judge, a Wench of a nice Palate, 
Dor. You wou'd not have me flatter, Sir ? 
Lear. No, ſpeak thy Thoughts boldly. 
Dor. Boldly, you ſay ? 
Lear, Boldly, I ſay. 
Dor, Why, then, Sir, my Opinion of the Gentleman 
is, that he's uglier than an old Beau, Pat. 
Lear. How! Impudence. 
Dor. Nay, if you are angry, Sir, ſecond Thoughts are 
L 4 beſt; 
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beſt; he's as proper as a Pikeman, holds up his Head 
like a Dancing-Maſter, has the Shape of -a Barb, the 
Face of an Angel, the Voice of a Cherubim, the Smell 
of a Civet-Cat 

Lear. In ſhort, thou art Fool enough not to be pleas'd 
with him. 

Der. Excuſe me for that, Sir; I have Wit enough to 
make myſelf merry with him 
Lear If his Body's deform'd, his Soul is beautiful: 
Would to kind Heaven, as he is, my Daughter cou'd 
but find the means to pleaſe him! 

Euph. To what End, dear Father ? 

Lear. That he might be your Huſband, dear Daughter. 

Euph. My Huſband ! Shield me, kind Heaven 

| Dor. Pſha ! he has a mind to make us laugh, that's 
| EC 
Lear. Efep, then, is not worth her Care, ia thy Opi- 
E 
Dor. Why, truly, Sir, I'm always for making ſuitable 
Matches, and don't much approve of breeding Monſters, 
1 wou'd have nothing marry a Baboon, but what has 
been got by a Monkey. | 
Lear. How dar'ſt thou liken ſo incomparable a Man 
to ſo contemptible a Beaſt ? 

Der. Ab, the Inconſtancy of this World! Out of 
fight, out of Mind, Your little Monkey 1s ſcarce cold 
in his Grave, and you have already forgot what you 
us*d ſo much to admire: Do but call him to remem- 
brance, Sir, in his red Coat, new Gloves, little Hat, 
and clean Linen; then diſcharge your Conſcience, utter 
the Truth from your Heart, and tell us whether he was 
not the prettier Gentleman of the two—By my Virgi- 
nity, Sir, (tho' that's but a ſlippery Oath, you'll ſay) 
had they made love to me together, E/op ſhould have 
worn the Willow. | 

Lear. Since nothing. but an Animal will pleaſe thee, 
"tis pity my Monkey had not that Virginity thou hail 
ſworn by, But I, whom Wiſdom charms even in the 
homelieſt Dreſs, can never think the much-deterving 


Eſes unworthy of my Daughter, | 4 
| | or. 
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Dor. Now, in the Name of Wonder, what is't you 
ſo admire in him ? 

Lear, Hark, and thou ſhalt know ; but you, Euphronia, 
Be you more N attentive. 


Tis true he's plain; but that's, my Girl, a Trifle. 
All manly Beauty's ſeated in the Soul; 
And that of E/op, Envy's ſelf muſt own, 
Outſhines whate'er the World has yet produc'd. 
Creſus, the proſperous Favourite of Heaven; 
Cre/us, the happieſt Potentate on Earth; 
Whoſe Treaſure (tho' immenſe) is the leaſt Part 
Of what he holds from Providence's Care, 
Leans on his Shoulder as his grand Support, 
Admires his Wiitdom, doats upon his Truth, 
And makes him Pilot to Imperial Sway. 
But in this elevated Poſt of Power, 
What's his Employ ? Where does he point his Thoughts ? 
To live in Splendour, Luxury, and Eaſe, 
Do endleſs Miſchiefs, by neglecting Good, 
And build his Family on others Ruins ? 
No: 
He ſerves the Prince, and ſerves the People too; 
Is uſeful to the Rich, and helps the Poor; 
There's nothing ſtands neglected, but himſelf. 
With conſtant Pain, and yet with conſtant Joy, 
From Place to Place throughout the Realm he goes, 
With uſeful Leſſons, form'd to every Rank: 
The People learn Obedience from his Tongue, 
The Magiſtrate is guided in Command, 
The Prince is minded of a Father's Care, 
The Subjects taught the Duty of a Child. 
And as tis dangerous to be bold with Truth, 

He often calls tor Fable to his Aid, 
Where, under abje& Names of Beaſts and Birds, 
Virtue ſhines out, and Vice is cloath'd in Shame.. 
And thus, by inoffenfive Wiſdom's Force, 
He conquers Folly whereſoe'er he moves: 
This is his Portrait. 

Dor. A very Picture of a very ill Face 


Lear, Well, Daughter ; what, not a Word ? Is it poſ- 
L 5 üble 
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fible any thing that I am Father of can be untouch'd 
with ſo much Merit ? 

Euph. My Duty may make all things poflible : But 
E/ep is fo ugly, Sir 

Lear. His Soul has ſo much Beauty in't, your Reaſon 
ought to blind your Eyes: Beſides, my Intereſt is con- 
cern'd ; his Power alarms me. I know throughout the 
Kingdom he's the Scourge of evil Magiltrates, turns out 
Governors when they turn Tyrants ; breaks Officers for 
falſe Muſters 3 excludes Judges from giving Sentence, 
when they have been abſent during the Trial; hangs 
Lawyers when they take Fees on both Sides; forbids 
Phyſicians to take Money of thoſe they don't cure. *Tis 
true, my Innocence ought to baniſh my Fears : But my 
Government, Child, is too delicious a Morſel, not to ſet 
many a frail Mouth a-watering. Who knows what Ac- 
cuſations Envy may produce? But all wou'd be ſecure, 
if thou could'it touch the Heart of Ep, Let me blow 
up thy Ambition, Girl; the Fire of that will make thy 
Eyes ſparkle at him. [She ig.] — What's that Sigh 
for, now ? Ha! A young Huſband, by my Conſcience: 
Ah Daughter, hadit thou a young Huſband, he'd make 
thee ſigh indeed. I'll tell thee what he's compos'd of. 
dle has a Wis full of Pulvilio, a Pocket full of Dice, a 
Heart full of Treaſon, a Mouth full of Lyes, a Belly 
full of Drink, a Carcaſe full of Plaiſters, a Tail full of 
Pox, and a Head full of————— nothing. There's his 
Picture: wear it at thy Heart, if thou can' {But here 


comes one of greater Worth, 
Enter Eſop. 
Tear. Good Morning to my noble Lord; your Ex- 


cellenc —— 
EJop. Softly, good Governor: I'm a poor Wanderer 

ſrom Place to Place; too weak to train the Weight of 

Grandeur with mel The Name of Excellency's not for 

me. | 

Lear. My noble Lord, 'tis due to your Imploy ; your 

Predeceſſors ail 


Ehe. My Predeceſſors all deſerv'd it, Sir; they were 
great 
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great Men in Wiſdom, Birth and Service; whilſt I, a 
oor, unknown, decrepid Wretch, mounted aloft for For- 
tune's Paſtime, expect each Moment to conclude the 
Farce, by ſinking to the Mud from whence I ſprung. 
Lear. Great Cræſus's Gratitude will ſtill {1 upport you ; 
his Coffers all are open to your Will, your future For- 
tune's wholly in your Power. 
E/Jop. But tis a Power that I ſhall ne'er employ. 
Lear, Why ſo, my Lord? 
E/Jop. I'll tell you, Sir. 
A hungry Goat, who had not eat 
Some Nights and Days (for want of Meat) 
Was kindly brought at laſt, 
By Providence Care, 
To better Cheer, 
After a more than penitential Faſt, 
He found a Barn well ftor'd with Grain < 
To enter in requir d ſome Pain; 
But a delicious Bait 
Makes the Way eaſy, the the Paſs is ſtrait. 
Our Gueſt obſerving various Meats, 
He put on a good modiſb Face, 
He takes his Place, 
He ne er ſays Grace, | 
But where he likes, he there falls to and eats. 
At length, awith jaded Teeth and faws, 
He made a Pauſe ; | 
And finding ftill ſome room, 
Fell to as he had done before, 
For time t9 come laid in his Store; 
And when his Guts cou'd held no more, 
He thought of going home. 
But here he met the Glutton's Cur/e ; 
He found his Belly grown fo great, 
Tabas vain to think of a Retreat, 
Till he had render d all he had eat, 
And well he far'd no worſe. 
To the Application, Governor. | 
Lear. * Tis eaſy to be made, my Lord. 
E/ep. I'm glad on't, Truth can never be too clear. 
L 6 Seeing 
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[Seeing Euph. ] Is this young Damſel your fair Daugh- 


ter, Sir? 

Lear. Tis my Daughter, my good Lord: Fair too, 
if ſhe appears ſuch in the Eyes of the unerring £/op. 

E/ep. [going up to ſalute ber.] Inever ſaw ſo beautiful 
a Creature, | 

3 [a/ide.] Now's the time; kiſs ſoft, Girl, and 

im. 

E/Jop. [ gaxing at her.] How partial 's Nature 'twixt 
her Form and mine! | 

Lear. [ afide.)] Look, look, look, how he gazes at her! 
rfid 's hard at work, I ſee that already. Slap; 
there he hits him -- if the Wench would but do her Part. 
But ſee, ſee, how the perverſe young Baggage ſtands 
biting her Thumbs, and won't give him one kind Glance 
Ah the ſullen Jade! tad it been a handſome 
ſtrong Dog, of five-and-twenty, ſhe'd a fall'n a co- 

vetting on't, with every Inch about her. But may 
be tis J that ſpoils Sport; I'll make a Pretence to leave 
them together, Will your Lordſhip pleaſe to drink any 
Coffee this Morning ? 

£/9p. With all my Heart, Governor. 

Lear. Your Lordſhip will give me leave to go and or- 
der it myſelf ; for unleſs I am by, *tis never perfect. 

E/op. Provided you leave me this fair Maid in Hoſ- 
tage for your Return, 1 conſent. 

Lear. My good Lord does my Daughter too much 
Honour. Ah that the Wench wou'd but do her Part! 
{ A/ede going off. ] Hark, you, Huſſy [Turn- 
ang back to Euphronia, æfde.] Vou can give yourſelf 
Airs ſometimes, you know you can. Do you remember 
what work you made with yourſelf at Church t'other 
Day ? Play your Tricks over again, once more, for my 
Pleaſure, and let me have a good Account of this 
Stateſman, or, d'ye hear? — You ſhall die a Maid; go 
chew upon that; go. [Exit Lear. 

E/op. Here I am left, fair Namſel, too much expos'd 
to your Charms, not to fall your Victim. 


Ef b. Your Fall will then be due to your own Weak- 
neſs, 
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neſs, Sir; for, Heaven's my Witneſs, I neither endea- 
dour nor wiſh to wound you, 

Eſep. I underſtand you, Lady; your Heart's already 
diſpos'd of; 'tis ſeldom otherways, at your Ag e. 

Eupb. My Heart diſpos'd of ! 

Der. Nay, never mince the Matter, Madam. The 
Gentleman looks like a civil Gentleman, e'en confeſs 
the Truth to him: He has a good Intereſt with your 
Father, and no Doubt will employ it to break the 
Heatheniſh Match he _ to you. [To Eſop. ] Ves, 
Sir, my young Lady has been in love theſe two Years, 
and that with as pretty a Fellow as ever entered a Vir- 
gin's Heart ; tall, ſtrait, young, vigorous, good Clothes, 
long Perriwig, clean Linen; in brief, he has every thing 
that's neceſſary to ſet a young Lady a-longing, and to 
ſtay it when he has done : but her Father, whoſe Ambi- 
tion makes him turn Fool in his old Age, comes with 
a back Stroke upon us, and ſpoils all our Sport. Wou'd 
you believe it, Sir? He has propos'd to her to-day the 
moſt con founded ugly Fellow! Look, if the very 
Thoughts of him don't ſet the poor Thing a-crying ! 
And you, Sir, have ſo much Power with the old Gen- 
tleman, that one Word from you would ſet us ail right 
again. If he will have her a Wife, in the Name of Ve- 
nus, let him provide her a handſome Huſband, and not 
throw her into the Paws of a Thing, that Nature, in a 
merry Humour, has made half Man, half Monkey. 

E/op. Pray, what's this Monſter's Name, Lady ? 

Euph. No matter for his Name, Sir ; my Father will 
know what you mean, at firſt Word. 

Eſep. But you ſhou'd not always chuſe by the Outſide 
alone: believe me, fair Damſel, a fine Ferriwig keeps 
many a Fool's Head from the Weather : Have a Care 
of your young Gallant. 

Dor. There's no Danger, I have examin'd him ; his 
Inſide's as good as his out! I ſay, he has Wit, and I 
think I know. 

Euph. Nay, ſhe ſays true; he's even a Miracle of 
Wit and Beauty: Did you but fee him, you'd be your- 


ſelf my Rival. 
EJop. 
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Eſep. Then you are reſolv'd againſt the Monſter ? 

Dor. Fy, Sir, fy ; I wonder you'll put her in Mind 
of that foul, frightful Thing: We ſhall have her dream 
of nothing all Ni ht but Bats and Owls, and Toads and 
Hedge-hogs; and then we ſhall have ſuch a ſqueaking 
and ſqualling with her, the whole Houſe will be in an 
Uproar : Therefore, pray, Sir, name him no more, but 
uſe your Intereſt with her Father, that ſhe may never 
hear of him again. 

E/op. But if 1 ſhou'd be ſo generous to ſave you from 
the old Gallant, what ſhall I ſay for your young one ? 

Euph. O, Sir, you may venture to enlarge upon his 
Perfections; you need not fear ſaying too much in his 
Praiſe. 

Dor. And pray, Sir, be as copious upon the Defects 
of t'other ; you need not fear out-running the Text 
there, neither, ſay the worſt you can. 

Euph. You may ſay, the firſt is the moſt graceful 
Man that Aa ever brought forth. 

Dor. And you may ſay the latter is the moſt deform'd 
Monſter that Copulation ever produc'd. 

Euph. Tell him that Ororces (for that is his dear 
Name) has all the Virtues that compoſe a perfect Hero. 

Dor. And tell him, that Pigmy has all the Vices that 


go to equip an Attorney, 
Euph. That to one I cou'd be true to the laſt Mo- 


ment of my Life. 
Dor. That for t'other, ſhe'd cuckold him the very 


Day of her Marriage. This, Sir, in few Words, is 
the Theme you are deſir'd to preach upon. 
E/op. I never yet had one that furniſh'd me with 


more Matter, 
Enter Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, there's a Lady below defires to ſpeak 
with your Honour. | 
Eſep. What Lady? 
Ser. Tis my Lady my Lady-- [Zo Doris. ] The Lady 
there, the wiſe Lady, the great Scholar, that Nobody 


can underſtand. 
Dor. 
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Der. O ho, is it ſhe? Pray let's withdraw, and 
oblige her, Madam; ſhe's ready to ſwoon at the inſi- 
pid Sight of one of her own Sex. 

Euph. You'll excuſe us, Sir; we leave you to wiſer 
Company. [ Exeunt Euph. and Dor, 


Enter Hortenſia. 


Hert, The Deeſs, who from Atropes's Breaſt preſerves 
the Names of Heroes and their Actions, proclaims your 
Fame throughout this mighty Orb, and— 

Ejop. [afide.) Shield me, my Stars! What have you 
ſent me here ? For Pity's Sake, good Lady, be more 
humane : My Capacity 1s too heavy, to mount to your 
Style: If you wou'd have me know what you mean, 
pleaſe to come down to my Underſtanding. 

Hort. I've ſomething in my Nature ſoars too hich 
For vulgar Flight, I own; | 
But E/op's Sphere muſt needs be within Call ; 

Eſed and I may ſure converſe together: 
1 know he's modeſt, but I likewiſe know 
His Intelle&s are categorical, 

Eſep. Now, by my Faith, Lady, I don't know what 
Intelle& is; and methinks, categorical ſounds as if you 
call'd me Names. Pray, ſpeak that you may be un- 
derſtood : Language was deſign'd for it; indeed it was. 

Hort. Of vulgar Things in vulgar Phraſe we talk; 
But when of Ep we mult ſpeak, 

The Theme's too lofty for an humble Style: 
E/op is ſure no common Character. 

E/op. No, truly ; I am ſomething particular, Yet if 
I am not miſtaken, what I have extraordinary about 
me, may be deſcrib'd in very homely Language. Here 
was a young Gentlewoman but juſt now pencil'd me 
out to a Hair, I thought ; and yet, I vow to God, the 
learned'ſt Word I heard her make uſe of, was Monſter, 

Hort. That was a Woman, Sir, a very Woman; 
Her Cogitations all were on the outward Man ; 

But I ſtrike deeper; *tis the Mind I view, 
The Soul's the worthy Object of my Care; 
1 he Soul, that Sample of Divinity, that glorious 


Ray 
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Ray of heavenly Light. The Soul, that awful 
Throne of Thought, that ſacred Seat of Contemplation» 
The Soul, that noble Source of Wiſdom, 

That Fountain of Comfort, 

That Spring of Joy, that happy Token of eternal 
Life. The Soul, that 

E/op. Pray, Lady, are you married? 

Hort. Why that Queliion, Sir ? 

E/op. Only that I might wait upon your Huſband, to 
wiſh him Joy. 

Hort. When People of my Compoſition weyld marry, 
they firſt find ſomething of their own Species to join 
with ; I never could reſolve to take a Thing of common 
Fabric to my Bed, left, when his brutiſh Inclinations 

rompt him, he ſhou'd make me Mother to a Form liks 
is oun. 

Eſep. Methinks, a Lady fo extremely nice ſhould be 
much at a Loſs who to converſe with. 

Hort. | keep my Chamber, and converſe with my- 
ſelf; 'tis better being alone, than to miſ-ally one's 
Converſation: Men are ſcandalous, and Women are 
inſipid: Diſcourſe without Figure makes me ſick at 
my Soul: O the Charms of a Metaphor ! What Har- 
mony there is in the Words of Erudition ! The Muſick 
of them is inimaginable. 

. £/op.. Will you hear a Fable, Lady? 

Hort. Willingly, Sir; the Apologue pleaſes me, 
when the Application of it is juſt. 

Efop. It is, I'Il anſwer,for it. 


Once on a Time a Nightingale, 
To Changes prone, 
Unconflant, fickle, whimſical, 
(4 Female one) 
Who ſung like others of her kind, 
Hearing a well-taught Linnet's Airs, 
Had other Matters in her Mind, 
To imitate him ſhe prepares; 
er Fancy ſtrait was on the Wing : 
1 fly, guoth foe, 
As well as be; 


J don't 


E 


I don't know why 
IJ. ſhould not try 
As well as he to fing. | 
Frem that Day forth ſbe chang*d her Note, 
She ſpoiP d her Voice, ſhe ftrain'd her Throat : 
She did, as learned Women do, | 
Till every Thing 


That heard her fing 
Mau d run away from h as I from you. 1 
| [Exit Eſep running. 
Fortenſia /ela. | 


Bow groſly does this poor World ſuffer itſelf to be 
1mpes'd upon !——£/ep, a Man of Senſe Ha! 
ha ! ha ! ha! ha! Alas, poor Wretch ! I ſhou'd not 
bave known him but by his Deformity; his Coul's as 
nauſcous to my Underſtanding, as his odious Body to 
my Senſe of Feeling, Well, 


"Meng ft all the Wits that are allow'd to ſhine, 
Ilethinks there's nothing yet approaches mine : 
Sure I wwas ſent the homely Age t adorn ; { 


I hat Star, I know not, rul'd when I was born, 
Lat every Thing befides myſelf s my Scorn. [Exit. 


eee PRESSED 
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Enter Euphronia and Doris. 


Der, HAT, in the Name of Jove, 's the matter 
with you? Speak, for Heaven's ſake ! 
Euph, Oh! what ſhall I do? Doris, I'm undone. 
Der. What, raviſh'd ? 
Euph, No, ten times worſe ! Ten times worle ! Un- 
lace me, or I ſhall ſwoon. 
Der. Unlace you ? Why, you are not thereabouts, 


I hope ? 
Fuph. 
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Euph. No no, worſe ſtill; worſe than all that. 

Der. Nay, then *tis bad, indeed. [Doris unlaces her, 
There: How d'ye do now? 

Euph. So; *tis going over. 

Der. Courage, pluck up your Spirits: Well, now 
what's the matter ? 

Euph, The matter! Thou ſhalt hear. Know that 
that Cheat E/op ——— | 

Dor. Like enough ; ſpeak : What has he done ! That 
ugly ill-boding Cyclops — 

Eupb. Why, inſtead of keeping his Promiſe, and ſpeak- 
ing for Orences, he has not {aid one Word, but what has 
been for himſelf, And by my Father's Order, before 
to-morrow Noon he's to marry me. 

Dor. He marry you! 

Euph. Am I in the wrong to be in this Deſpair? Tell 
me, Doris, if I am to blame. 

Dor, To blame? No, by my troth. That ugly, old, 
treacherous piece of Vermin that melancholy Mixture 
of Impotence and Defire—does his Mouth ſtand to a 
young Partridge ? Ah the old Goat ! And your Father ! 
He downright doats at laſt, then, 

Euph. Ah, Doris, what a Huſband does he give me! 
And what a Lover does he rob me of! Thou know'lt 
*em both; think of Oronces, and think of E£/op, 

Dor. [ Spitting.) A foul Monſter ! And yet, now I 
think on't, I'm almoſt as angry at t'other too : Methinks 
he makes but a flow Voyage on't, fora Man in Love : 
Tis now above two Months ſince he went to Le/bos, to 
pack up the old Bones of his dead Father; ſure he 
might have made a little more Haſte. 


Euter Oronces. 


Euph. Oh! my Heart, what do i fee? 
Dor. Talk of the Devil, and he's at your Elbow. 
Oron. My dear Soul ! 

IEuph. runs and leaps about his Neck. 
Euph. Why wou'd you ſtay ſo long from me? 
Oron. TWas not my Fault, indeed; the Winds 


Dor, The Winds ! Will the Winds blow you your 
| Mittrels 
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Miſtreſs again? We have had Winds too, and Waves 
into the Bargain; Storms and Tempeſts, Sea-Monſters, 
and the Devil and all. She ſtruggled as long as ſhe 
cou'd, but a Woman can do no more than ſhe can do; 
when her Breath was gone, down ſhe ſunk. 
Oron. What's the meaning of all this? 
Dor. There's meaning and mumping too: your Miſ- 
treſs is married: that's all. 
Oron. Death and Furies 
Euph. [clinging about him.] Don't you frighten him 
too much, neither, Doris, No, my Dear, I'm not yet 
executed, tho' I'm condemn'd. 
Oren, Condemn'd ! To what? Speak! Quick! 
Dor. To be married. 
Oron. Married? When? How? Where? To what? 
To whom? 


Dor. E/op, E/op, E/op, E/o , E/5þ. 


Oron, Fiends and Spectres! What! That piece of 


Deformity ! That Montter ! That Crump ! | 

Dor. The ſame, Sir, the ſame, 1 find he knows him. 
You might have code home ſooner, 

Oron, Dear Euphronia, eaſe me from my Pain. 

Swear that you neither have nor will conſent, 

I know this comes from your ambitious Father; 
But you're too generous, too true to leave me: 
Millions of Kingdoms ne'er wou'd ſhake my Faith, 
And I believe your Conſtancy as firm. 

Fuph. You do me Juſtice, you ſhall find you do: For 
Racks and Tortures, Crowns and Scepters join'd, ſhall 
neither fright me from my Truth, nor tempt me to be 
falſe. On this you may depend. 

Dor. Wou'd to the Lord you wou'd find ſome other 
Place to make your fine Speeches in ! Don't you know 
that your dear Friend L's coming to receive his Vi- 
ſits here? In this great downy Chair, your pretty little 
Huſband Ele& is to fit and hear all the Complaints of 
the Town : One of Wiſdom's chief Recompences being 
to be conſtantly troubled with the Buſineſs of Fools. 
Pray, Madam, will you take the Gentleman by the 


Hand, and lead him into your Chamber ; and when 
you 
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you are there, don't lie whining, and crying, and ſigh- 
ing, and wiſhing —— —[ 4Z/e.] If he had not been 
more modeſt than wiſe, he might have ſet ſuch a Mark 
upon the Goods before now, that ne'er a Merchant of 
'em all wow'd have bought 'em out of his Hands. But 
young Fellows are always in the wrong: Either ſo im- 
pudent they are nauſeous, or ſo modeſt they are uſeleſs. 
Go; pray get you gone together. 

Euph, But if my Father catch us, we are ruin'd, 

Der. By my Conſcience, this Love will make us all 
turn Fools. Before your Father can open the Deor, 
can't he ſlip down the Back-ſtairs ? I'm ſure he may, if 
you don't hold him; but that's the old Trade. Ah— 

Vell, get you gone, however=— Hark I hear the 

old Baboon cough ; away! [ Ex, Oron. ard Euph. run- 
ning.) Here he comes, with his ugly Beak before him, 
Ah-a luſcious Bedtellow, by my troth ! 


Enter Learchus and Eſop. 


Lear, Well, Doris ; what News from my Daughter ? 
Is ſhe pradent ? 

Der. Yes, very prudent, 

Lear. What ſays ſhe ? What does ſhe do? 

Der. Do? What ſhou'd the do? Tears her Cornet; 
bites her Thumbs ; throws her Fan in the Fire ; thinks 
*tis dark Night at Noon-day ; dreams of Moniters and 
. Hobgoblins'; raves in her Sleep of forc'd Marriage and 
Cuckoldom ; cries, Avaunt Deformity; then wakens on 
a ſudden, with fifty Arguments at her Fingers-ends to 

rove'the Lawfulneſs of Rebellion in a Chald, when a 
arent turns Tyrant. 

Lear. Very fine! But all this ſhag't ſerve her turn, I 
have ſaid the Word, and will be obey'd —— My Lord 
does her Honour, 

Dor. [ade] Yes, and that's all he can do to her. 
{To Lear. ] But I can't blame the Gentleman, after all; 
e loves my Miſtreſs, becauſe ſhe's handſome ; and ſhe 
hates him, becauſe he's ugly. I never ſaw two People 
more in the right in my Life. [Zo Eſop.] You'll par- 

don me, Sir, I'm ſomewhat free. 
| Eſep. 


Eſep. Why, a Ceremony wou'd but take up time. 
But, Governor, methinks I have an admirable Advo- 
cate about your Daughter, 5 

Lear. Out of the Room, Impudence: be gone, I ſay. 

Dor. So I will : But you'll be as much in the wrong 
when I'm gone, as when Pm here. And your Conſci- 
ence, I hope, will talk as pertly to you as I can do. 

E/op. If the treats me thus before my face, I may con- 
clude I'm finely handled behind my Back. 

Dor. I ſay the Truth here; and I can ſay no worſe 
any where. | [Exit Doris. 

Lear. I hope your Lordſhip won't be concern'd at 
what this prattling Wench bleats out: my Daughter 
will be govern'd. She's bred up to Obedience, There 
may be ſome ſmall Diffi ulty in weaning her from her 
young Lover : But *twon't be the firſt time ſhe has been 
wean'd from a Breaſt, my Lord. | 

E/op. Does ſhe love him fondly, Sir? 

Lear. Fooliſhly, my Lord, 

Eſop. And he = ? 

Lear, The ſame, 

E/op. Is he young? 

Lear. Yes, and vigorous, 

E/op. Rich? 

Lear. So, ſo. 

Eſep. Well-born ? 

Lear. He has good Blood in his Veins, 

E/op, Has he Wit? | 

Lear. He had, before he was in Love. 

E/op. And handſome with all this? 

Lear. Or elſe we ſhou'd not have half ſo much trou 
ble with him. | 

Eſep. Why do you, then, make her quit him for me? 
All the World knows I am neither young, noble, nor 
rich : And as for my Beauty——Look you, Governor, 
I'm honeſt. But when Children cry, oy tell 'em 
E/op's a-coming, Pray, Sir, what is it makes you ſo 
earneſt to force your Daughter ? 

Lear. Am I, then, to count for nothing the favour you 


are in at Court? Father-in-law to the great Ep What 
may 
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may not I aſpire to? My fooliſh Daughter, perhaps, 


mayn't be ſo well pleas'd with it, but we wiſe Parents 
uſually weigh our Children's Happineſs in the Scale of 
our own Inclinations. 
hep. Well, Governor, let it be your Care, then, to 
make her conſent. 
| Lear. This Moment, my Lord, I reduce her either 
to Obedience, or to Duſt and Aſhes. [ Exit Lear, 
E/op. Adieu. Now let in the People who come for 
Audience, [ Eſop /its in his Chair, reading of Papers, 


Enter two ordinary Tradeſmen. 


1 Tua. There he is, Neighbour : Do but look at him. 
2 Tra. Aye; one may know him: He's well mark'd. 
But do'ſt hear me? What Title muſt we give him ? for 
if we fail in that point, d'ye ſee me, we ſhall never get 
our Buſineſs done. Courtiers love Titles almoſt as well 
as they do Money, and.that's a bold Word now. 
P 1 Tra. Why, I think we had beſt call him, his Gran- 
eur, 
2 Tra. That will do; thou haſt hit on't. Hold ſtill, 
let me ſpeak. May it pleaſe your Grandeur 
Eſap. There I interrupt you, Friend; I have a weak 
Body that will ne'er be able to bear that Title, 
2 Tra. D'ye hear that, Neighbour ? What ſhall we 
call him now ? | | 
1 Tra. Why, call him, call him, his Excellency ; 
try what that will'do, 
2 Tra. May it pleaſe your Excellency 
E/op. Excellency's a long Word, it takes up too much 
time in Buſineſs: Tell me what you'd have in few Words. 
2 Tra, Neighbour, this Man will never give 
Ten thouſand Pounds to be made a Lord. 
But what ſhall I ſay to him now ? 
He puts me quite out of my play, 
1 Tra, Why e'en talk to him as we do to one another. 
2 Tra. Shall I ? Why, ſo I will, then. Hem ! Neigh- 
| bour, we want a new Governor, Neighbour, 
E/Joþ. A new Governor, Friend? 
2 Tra. Aye, Fnend, 
E/ep. 
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E/op. Why, what's the matter with your old one? 
2 Tra. What's the matter ! 

Why, he grows rich ; that's the matter ; 

11 he that's nch can't be innocent; that's all. 

E/op. Does he uſe any of you harſhly? Or puniſh you 
without a Fault ? 

2 Tra. No, but he grows as rich as a Miſer; his Purſe 
is ſo cramm'd, *tis ready to burſt again. 

E/op. When *tis full, *twill hold no more; a new Go- 
vernor will have an empty one, 

2 Tra. Fore Gad, Neighbour, the little Gentleman's 
in the right on't, 

1 Tra. Why, truly, I don't know but he may: 

For now it comes in my Head, | 
It coſt me more Money to fat my Hog, 

Than to keep him fat when he was ſo. 

Pr'ythee tell him we'll keep our old Governor. 

2 Tra. I'll do't. Why, look you, Sir, d'ye ſee me: 
Having ſeriouſly confider'd of the matter, my Neighbour 
Holſon and I here, we are content to jog on a little 
longer with him we have: but if you'd do us another 
Courteſy, you might, 

£/op. What's that, Friend? 

2 Tra. Why, that's this: Our King Cra/us is a very 
good Prince, as a Man may ſay: But —a——vut— 
Taxes are high, an't pleaſe you ; and a poor 
Men want Money, d'ye ſee me: Tis very hard, as we 
think, that the Poor ſhou'd work to maintain the Rich. 
If there were no Taxes, we ſhou'd do pretty well. 

1 Tra. Taxes, indeed, are very burdenſome, 

Efop. I'll tell you a Story, Countrymen. 


Once on a time, the Hands and Feet, 

As Mutineers, grew mighty great; 

They met, caball'd, ana tall d of Treaſon, 

They ſwore by Jove they knew no Reaſon 

The Belly ſhou d have all the Meat— 

It was a damm d notorious Cheat | 


They did the Work, and - Death and Hell, they'd eat. 
The 
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The Belly, aubo ador'd good Chear, 

Had like t'bave dy d away for Fear : 
Quoth he, Good Folks, you little know 8 
What tis you are about to do ; | 
If I am flarv'd, what will become of you ? 

We neither know nor care, cry d they, 

But this ave will be bold to ſay, 

Well fee you damn'd 
Before we'll work, 

And you receive the Pay. 

With that the Hands to Pocket quent 

Full Wriſt-band deep, 

The Legs and Feet fell faſt aſleep : 

Their Liberty they had redeem'd, 

And all, except the Belly, ſcem d 

Extremely eyell content. 

But mark <wvhat follow'd ; *tevas not long 

Before the right became the aurong; 

The Mutineers were grown ſo aveak, * 

They found *twas more than time to ſqueak : 

They call for wwork, but *tavas too late. 
The Stomach (like an aged Maid, 

Shrunk up, for <vant of human Aid) 

The common Debt of Nature paid, 

And with its Deſtiny entrain'd their Fate. 

hep. What think you of this Story, Friends, ha? 
Come, you look like wiſe Men; I'm ſure you underſtand 
what's for your good ; in giving part of what you have, 
you ſecure all the reſt: If the King had no Money, there 
cou'd be no Army; and if there were no Army, your 
Enemies would be amongſt you : One Day's Pillage 
wou'd be worſe than twenty Years Taxes, What ſay ye? 
Is't not ſo? | 

2 Tra. By my troth, I think he's in the right on't, again, 
Who'd think that little Hump-back of his 
Shou'd have ſo much Brains in't, Neighbour ? 

Eſep. Well, honeſt Men, is there any thing elſe that I 
can ſerve you in? 


1 Tra, D'ye hear that, Humphry Pm Why, that ter 
CLY 
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civil now. But Courtiers ſeldom want Good-breeding ; 
let's give the Devil his due. Why, to tell you the truth, 
honeſt Gentlemen, we had a whole Budget full of Griev- 
ances to complain of. ButI think-—a Ha, Neigh- 
bour ? We had e'en as good let em alone. 

1 Tra. Why good feath I think ſo too; for by all 1 
can ſee, we are like to make no great hond on't, - Be- 
ſides, between thee and me, | began to daubt, whether 
aur Grievances do us ſuch a plaguy deal of Miſchief as 
we fancy. 

2 Tra. Or put the Caſe they did, Humphry ; I'fe afraid 
he that goes to a Courtier, in hope to get fairly rid of 
'em, may be ſaid (in our Country Dialect) to take the 
wrong Sow by the Ear. But here's Neighbour Roger, 
he's a Wit, let's leave him to him. [ Exeunt. 
Later Roger, a Country Bumiin, locks ſeriouſly upon Eſop; 

then burſts out a laughing. 

Rog. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! Did ever Mon behold the 
like? Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! | 

E/op. Haſt thou any buſineſs with me, Friend? 

Rog. Yes, by my troth, have 1; 

But it Roger were to be hang'd up for't, 

Look you now, he cou'd not hold laughing : 

What I have in my Mind, out it comes: But bar that; 
I'ſe on honeſt Lad as well as another. 

Ejop. My time's dearer to me than yours, Friend; 
have you any thing to ſay tome? 0 

Rog. Gadſwookers, do People uſe to aſk for Folks 
when they have nothing ® ſay to em? I'ſe tell you my 
Buſineſs. _ | 

Eſep. Let's hear it, 

Rog, I have, as you ſee, a little Wit. 

ze. 1 rue, 
| Rog, Llive in a Village hard by, and Ile the beſt Man 
in it, tho' I ſay it that ſhould not ſay it. I have goud 
Drink in my Cellar, and good Corn in my Barn; | bave 
Cows and Oxen, Hogs and Sheep, Cocks and Hens, 
and Geeſe and 'Turkeys : But the Truth will out, and fo 
{tir out. I'fe cen tired of being call's plain Roger, 

Vor. 1. M I has 
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] has a Leathern Purſe, and in that Purſe there's many 
a fair Half-crown, with the King's ſweet Face upon it, 
God bleſs him; and with his Money, I have a mind to 
bind myſelf Prentice to a Courtier : *Tis a good Trade, 
as I have heard ſay; there's Money ſtirring : Let a Lad 
be but diligent, and do what he's bid, he ſhall be let 
into the Secret, and ſhare Part of the Profits; I have not 
lived to theſe Years for nothing: Thoſe that will ſwim 
muſt go into deep water: I'ſe get our Wife Joan to be 
the Queen's Chamber-maid ; and then——Crack, ſays 
me I; and forget all my Acquaintance. But to come to 
the Buſineſs. You who are the King's great Favourite, 
I defire you'd be pleas'd to ſell me ſome of your Friend- 
thip, that I may get a Court-Place. Come, you ſhall 
chuſe me one yourſelf; you look like a ſhrewd Man; by 
the Maſs, you do, 

Eſep. I chuſe thee a Place 

Rog. Yes, I wou'd willingly have it ſuch a ſort of a 
Place, as wou'd coſt little, and bring in a great deal ; in 
a Word, much Profit, and nothing to do. 

E/Jop. But you mult name what Poſt you think wou'd 
ſuit your Humour, 1 

Rog. Why Pe pratty indifferent as to that: Secretary 
of State, or Butler; twenty Shillings more, or twenty 
Shillings leſs, is not the thing I ſtand upon. Ilſe no 
 Hagler, Godſwookers; and he that ſays I am Z bud 
he lies: There's my Humour now. | | 

Eb. But hark you, Friend, you ſay you are well a 
you are, why then do you deſire to change? 

Rog. Why what a Queſtion now is there for a Man of 
your Parts? I'm well, d'ye ſee me; and what of all that? 
1 defire to be better: There's an Anſwer for you. [ade] 
Let Reger alone with him. 

Eſep. Very well: This is reaſoning ; and I love a 
Man ſhould reaſon with me. But let us enqurre a little 
whether your Reaſons are good or not. Yoa ſay, at home 
you want for nothing ? 

Rog. Nothing, fore Gorge. 

E/op. You have good Drink? 

Reg. Zbud, the beit i'th* Pariſh. [Singing,) And 


dawne 
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dawne it merrily goes, my Lad, and dawne it merrily 
goes. | 

E/op. You eat heartily ? 

Rog. IT have a noble Stomach, 

E/op. You ſleep well? 

Rog. Juſt as I drink, till I can ſleep no longer. 

E/op. You have ſome honeſt Neighbours ? 

Rog. Honelt! 'Zbud we are all fo, the Tawne raund, 
we live like Breether; when one can ſarve another, he 
does it with all his Heart and Guts ; when we have any 
thing that's good, we eat it together, Holidays and Sun- 
days we play at Nine-pins, tumble upon the Graſs with 
wholeſome young Maids, laugh till we ſplit, daunce till 
we are weary, eat till we burſt, drink till we are fleepy, 
then ſwap into Bed, and ſnore till we riſe to Breakfaſt. 

E/ep. And all this thou wou'dſt leave to go to Court ? 
['!] tell thee what once happen'd: 


(Yet neer the better Chriſtian for't) 

Walking one Day to ſe? ſome Country Sport, 

He met a home-bred Village-Mouſe; | 

Who with an azukavard Speech and Boaw, 


A Mouſe, æubo long had liv'd at Court, ' £ | 


That favour*d mich of Cart and Plow, 
Made a ſhift, I knoxv not how, 
T” invite him to his Houſe. 
Oath he, My Lord, I doubt you'll find 
Our Country. Fare of homely Rind; 
But by my troth, you? re wvelcome to., 
Yawve that, and Bread and Cheeſe to hoo? + 
And fo they ſut and diu d. | 

Rog. Very well.” 

Eſop. The Coartier cod hawe eat at leaf 
As mach as any Houſhold Prie/t, 
But thought himſ»!f ablig'd in Feeding, 
To he u the difference of Texon breeding ; 
He pick'd and culPd, ond turn'd the Meat, 
He champt and cheav'd, and con'd not cat: 
Vo toothlefs Woman at Fourfcore, 
as ever ſcen to mumble more. 
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He made a thouſand ugly Faces, 
N hich (as ſometimes in Ladies caſes) 
Were all deſign'd for Airs and Graces. 
Rog 1 Ha, ha ! 
Eſop. At laſt he from the Table roſe, 
He pick*d his Teeth and blow'd his Noſe, 
And with an eaſy Negligence, 
As tho" he lately came from France, 
He made a careleſs fliding Bow : 
* Fore Gad, quoth he, I don't know how 
I. fhall return your friendly Treat ; 
But if you'll take a bit of Meat 
In Town with me, 
Tou there /hall fee 
How abe poor Courtiers eat. 
Rog. Tit for tat; that was friendly. 
Eſop. There needed no more Invitation 
To &er a Country Squire it Nation: 
Exaftly to the time he came, 
Punctual as Woman when ſbe meets 
A Man between a pair of Sheets, - 
As good a Stomach, and as little Shame. 
Rog. Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho! 
Eſop. To ſay the Truth, he found good Chear, 
Nith Wine, inſtead of Ale and Beer : 
But juſt as they ſat down to eat, 
Came bouncing en a hungry Cat. 
Reg. O Lord, O Lord, O Lord! 
Eſop. The nimble Courtier ſtipt from Jable, 
The * Squire leapt too, as he was able © 
It can't be ſaid that they avere beat, 
It avas no more than a Retreat ; 
Which auben an Army, not to fight 
By Day-light, runs away by Night, 
Was ever judg'd a great and glorious Feat. 
. Rog. Ever ever, ever. 
Eſop. The Cat retir'd, our Gueſts return, 
The Danger paſt becomes their Scorn, 
They fall to eating as before, 
The Buller rumbles at the Door. 
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Eſop. To Boot and Saddle again they found. 
Rog. Ta ra, tan tan ta ra, ra ra tan ta ra. 
Eſop. They frown, as they wwou'd ftand their Grounds 
But (lite ſome of our Friends) they found 
* *Tavas ſafer much to ſcour. 
Rog. Tantive, Tantive, Tantive, &c. 
Eſop. At length the Squire, auh hated Arms, 
IWas fo perplext with theſe Alarms, 
He raſe up in a kind of Heat, 
Udſevookers, quath he, with all your Meat, 
IT avill maintain, a Diſh of Peaſe, 
A Radiſh, and a Slice of Cheeſe, 
With a good Deſert of Eaſe, 
Es much a better Treat. 
However, | 
Since every Man ſhou'd have his due, 
Ion, Sir, Pm oblig'd to you 
For your Intentions at your Board- 
But Pox upaen your caurtly Crew 


Rog. Amen, I pray the Lord. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Now the De'el cuckold me if this Story be not worth a 
Sermon. Give me your Hond, Sir. If it had na” 
been for your friendly Advice, I was gotng to be Fool 
enough to be Secretary of State. 

, E/op. Well, go thy ways home, and be wiſer for the 
uture. 

Reg. And ſo will : For that fame Mauſe, your Friend, 
was a witty Perſon, gadſbudlikins! and ſo our Wife 
Joan ſhall know: For between you and I, *tis ſhe has put 
me upon going to Court, Sir, ſhe has been ſo praud, 
ſo ſaucy, ſo rampant, ever ſince I brought her home a 
lac'd Pinner, and a pink-colour'd pair of Shoe-ſtrings, 
from Tic#ledowne Fair, the Parſon o'th* Pariſh can't rule 
her; and that you'll ſay's much. But ſo much for 
that. Naw I thank you for your good Counſel, honeſt little 
Gentleman; and to ſhew you that I'ſe not ungrateful— 
give me your Hond once more — If you'll take the 
pains but to walk dawne to our 'Towne—a Word in 
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your Ear——]Ife ſend you ſo drunk whome again, you 
mall remember friendly Roger as long as you have Breath 
in your Body. [Exit Roger 


Eſep ſolus. 


Farewel, what I both envy and deſpiſe ! 

Thy Happineſs and Ignorance provoke me. 

How noble were the thing call'd Knowledge, 

Did it but lead us to a Bliſs like thine ! 

But there's a ſecret Curſe in Wiſdom's Train, 

Which on its Pleaſures ſtamps perpetual Pain, | 
And makes the wiſe Man Loſer by his Gain, [ Exit, 


ssssssssssssssssss. 


1. 
Enter Eſop. 


Zſep. 1 ( 7 H O waits there ? | [ Enter Servant, 
If there be any body that has Buſineſs with 

me, let *em 1n. | 
Serv, Yes, Sir, [ Exit Serv. 


Enter Quaint, avho fands at a diſtance, making a great 


many fawning Bows, 


Efop. Well, Friend, who are you? 
2uyaint, My Name's Quaint, Sir, the profoundeſt cf 
all your Honour's humble Servants. | = 
Lp. And what may your Buſineſs be with me, Sir! 
aint. My Buſineſs, Sir, with every Man, is firit of 
all to do him Service. "IT, 
Ejap. And your next is, I ſuppoſe, to be paid for't 
twice as much as 'tis worth. 
Quaint. Your Honour's moſt obedient humble Servant. 
E£/Jop. Well, Sir, but upon what Account am going 
to be oblig'd to you ? 
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Juaint. Sir, I'm a Genealogiſt. 

Zeeb. A Genealogitt ! 

Quaint. At your Service, Sir, 

E/op So, Sir? X 

Quan. Sir, I am inform'd from common Fame, a2 as 
well as from ſome little private familiar Intelligence, 
that your Wiſdom is eatring into Treaty with the Pri- 
mum Mobile of Good and Evil, a fine Lady. | have tra- 
vell'd, Sir; I have read, Sir; I have cc ſider'd, Sir; 
and J find, Sir, that the Nature of a fine Lady is to be 
——2 fine Lady, Sir; a fine Lady's a fine Lady, Sir, 
all the World over ; ſhe loves a fine Houte, fine 
Furniture, fine Clothes, fine Liveries, fine Petticoats, 
fine Smocks ; and if ſhe ſtops there ſhe's a fine Lady 
indeed, Sir. But to come to my Point. It being the 
Lydian Cuſtom, that the fair Bride ſhou'd be preſented 
on her Wedding-day with ſomething that may ſignify 
the Merit and the Worth of her dread Lord and Ma- 
fler, I thought the noble Z/op's Pedigree might be the 
welcom'ſt Gift that he could offer. If his Honour be 
of the ſame Opinion —--1'll ſpeak a bold Word—there's 
ne'er a Herald in all Va ſhall put better Blood in his 
Veins,” than - Sir, your humble Servant, Jacob Quaint. 

E/op. Doſt thou then know my F ather, Friend For 
I proteſt to thee I am a Stranger to him. 

Juaint. Your Father, Sir? Ha, ha! 1 every 
Man' s Father, Sir; and every Man's Grandiather, and 
every Man's Great Grandfacher. Why, Sir, I'm a 
Herald by Nature, my Mother was a Helchaueman. 

. A N elchauom an;? Pr'ythee of what Country is 
that? 

Quaint. That, Sir, is a Country in the World's 
Backſide, where every Man is born a Gentleman and n 


 Genealogilt, - Sir, I cou'd tell my Mother's Pedigree 


before I could ſpeak plain ; which, to ſhew you the 
Depth of my Art, and the Strength of -my Memory, 
Pl. trundle you down in an inftant. Noah had three 
Sons, Shem, Ham, and Japhet; Shem 

E/op. Hold, I conjure thee, in the Name of all thy 


Anceſtors. 
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Quai nt. Sir, I cou'd take it higher, but I begin at 
NMeab for brevity's fake. 

E/op. No more on't, I intreat thee. 

aint. Your Honour's impatient, perhaps, to hear 
your own Deſcent. 4 Word to the wiſe is enough. Hem, 
hem! Solomon, the wiſe King of Judea 

hes Hold, once more | 

©uaint, Ha, ha! Your Honour's modeſt, but. 
S;lomen, the wiſe King of Fudea —— — 

E/op. Was my Ancellor, was he not? 

Sraint, He was, my Lord, which no one ſure can 
doubt, who obſerves how much of Prince there hangs 
about you. 

E/op. What! Is't in my Mien? 

Quaint. You have ſomething =— wondrous noble in 
your Air. 

Efop. Perſonable too; view me well. 

Puaint. N not Tall; but Majeſtick. 

E/op. My Shape ? | 

Quaint. A World of Symmetry in it. 

E/op. The Lump upon my Back ? | 

Yuaint, N— - not regular; but agreeable, 

Hep. Now by my Honeſty thou art a Villain, He- 
rald. But Flattery's a Thruſt I never fail to parry. 
*11s a Paſs thou ſhould'ſt reſerve for young Fencers ; 
with Feints like thoſe they're to be hit: I do not 
doubt but thou haſt found it fo ; haſt not? 

Quint. | maſt confeſs, Sir, I have ſometimes made 
'em bleed by't. But | hope your Honour will pleaſe to 
_ excuſe me, ſince, to ſpeak the 'I'ruth, I get my Bread 
by't, and maintain my Wife and Children: And In- 
duſtry, you know, Sir, is a commendable Thing. Be- 
fides, Sir, I have debated the Buſineſs a little with my 
Conſcience ; for Pm like the reſt of my Neighbours, 
I'd willingly get Money, and be ſav'd too, if the 

Thing may be done upon any reaſonable Terms: And 


ſo, Sir, I ſay, to quiet my Conſcience, I have found 
out at laſt, that Flattery is a Duty. 

£/op. A Duty! 

Quaint. Ay, Sir, a Duty: For the Duty of all Men 
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is to make one another paſs their time as pleaſantly as 
they can. Now, Sir, here's a young Lord, who has a 
great deal of Land, a great dea! of Title, a great deal of 
Meat, a great deal of Noiſe, a great many Servants, and 
a great many Diſeaſes. I find him very dull, very reſt- 
leſs, tir'd with Eaſe, cloy'd with Plenty, a Burden to 
himſelf, and a Plague to his Family. I begin to flatter ; 
He ſprings off of the Couch; turns himſelf round in the 
Glaſs; finds all I fay true; cuts a Caper a yard high; 
his Blood trickles round his Veins; his Heart's as hght 
as his Heels; and before I leave him —— his Purſe is as 
empty as his Hcad. So we both arc content; for we 
part much happier than we met. 

E/Joþp. Admirable Rogue! What doſt thou think of 
Murder and of Rape, are not they Duties too? Wert 
not for ſuch vile fawning Things as thou art, young No- 
bles wou'd not long be what they are : 'They'd grow 
aſham'd of Luxury and Eaſe, and rouſe up the old Spi- 
rit of their Fathers ; leave the purſuit of a poor frightned 
Hare, and make their Foes to tremble in their ſtead; fur- 
niſh their Heads with Sciences and Arts, and fill their 
Hearts with Honour, Truth and Friendſhip ; be ge- 
nerous to ſome, and juſt to all; drive home their Credi- 
tors with Bags of Gold, inſtead of chafing 'em away with 
Swords and Staves; be faithful to their uy and Coun- 
try both, and ſtab the Offcrer of a Bribe from either; 
bluſh even at a wandering I hought of Vice, and boldiy 
own they durſt be Friends to Vitue ; trembling at no- 
thing but the Frowns of Heaven, and be no more a- 
ſham'd of Him that made 'em. 

Quaint. [afide.) If I ſtand to hear this Crump preach. 
a little longer, I ſhall! be Fool enough perhaps to be 
bubbled out of my Livelyhood, and fo loſe a Bird in th 
Hand for two in the Buſh, Sir, fnce I have not been 
able to bring you to a good Opinion of yourſelf, *tis very 
probable I ſhall ſcarce prevail with you to have one ot 
me. But if you pleaſe to do me the favour to forget mie, 
I ſhall ever acknowledge myſelf.— dir, your molt 
obedient, faithful, humble Servant. 

Eſep. Hold; if I let thee go, and give thee nothing, 

M 5 thou it 


thou'lt be apt to grumble at me; and therefore 


who waits there ? 
Enter Servant. 


Quaint. [aſde.] J don't like his Looks, by Gad. 
£/op. I'll preſent thee with a Token of my Love. 
Quaint. A — another time, Sir, will do as well, 
E/op. No; I love to be out of Debt, tho? *tis being 

out of the Faſhion. So, d'ye hear! Give this honeſt 

Gentleman half a ſcore good Strokes on the Back with a 

Cudgel. 

Quaint. By no means in the World, Sir. 
£/op. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall take 'em. 
Quaint. Sir, I don't merit half your Bounty. 
Eyep. O tis but a Trifle! 
Quaint. Your Generoſity makes me bluſh. 
[Looking about to make his Eſcape, 
£/op. That's your Modeſty, Sir. 
Juaint. Sir, you are pleaſed to compliment. But 
twenty Pedigrees for a clear Coaſt, 
| Running off, the Servant after him. 
E/op. Wait upon him down Stairs, Fellow; I'd do't 
myſelf, were I but nimble enough; but he makes haſte, 
to avoid Ceremony. | 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Lady in great haſte, deſires to ſpeak 
with you. 
E/ep. Let her come in. 


Enter Aminta, weeping. 


Amin. O Sir, if you don't help me, I'm undone, 

Eſep. What, what's the Matter, Lady? 

Amin. My Daughter, Sir, my Daughter's run away 
with a filthy Fellow. 

Eſep. A ſlippery Trick indeed! | 

Amin, For Heaven's ſake, Sir, ſend immediately to 
purſue em, and ſeize em. But tis in vain, 'twill be too 
late, *twill be too late; I'Il warrant at this very Moment 
they are got together in a Room with a Couch in't; all's 
gone, all's gone; tho' *twere made of Gold, tis = 


EB 40" P. 251 


Oh! my Honour, my Honour, A forward Girl ſhe was 
always; I ſaw it in her Eyes the very Day of her Birth, 
E/op. That indeed was early; but how do you know 


ſhe's gone with a Fellow ? 
Amin, I have e'en her own inſolent Hand-writing 


for't: Sir, take but the paius to read what a Letter ſhe 
has left me. , 


Eſop. Reads. | al 
I love and am below'd, and that's the Reaſon I rut 


away. 
Short, — ſignificant! I'm ſure there's no Body 
knows better than your Ladyſbip what Allowances are to be 
made to Fleſh and Blood; I therefore hope this from your 
Tuflice, that what you have done three Times yourſelf, 
you'll pardon once in your Daughter. The Dickens! 
Amin. Now, Sir, what do you think of the Buſineſs ? 
E/op. Why truly, Lady, I think it one of the moſt 
natural Buſineſſes I have met with a great while. I'II 


tell you a Story. 


A Crab-fiſh once her Daughter told, 
In Terms that ſavour'd much of Scold} 
She cou d not bear to ſee her go 
Sidle, fidle, to and froe | 
The Devil's in the Wench, quoth Se, 
When fo much Money has been paid 
To poliſh you like me, X 
It makes me almoſt mad to ſee 
Hare ſtill ſo awkward, an ungain!y Jade. 
Her Daughter ſmiPd, and look'd a ſteau; 
She anſeuer d ( for to give her her due} { 
Pertly, as moſt Polks Daughters do: 
Madam, your Ladyſbip, quoth /he, 
Ts pleas d to blame in me 
What, on Enquiry, you may find, 
Admits a paſſuble Excuſe, 
From a Proverb much in uſe, 
That Cat will after kind, 
Amin. Sir, I took you to be a Man better bred, than 


to liken a Lady to a Crab · ſiſn. 
M 6 Eſeb. 
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Ep. What I want in Good- breeding, Lady, I have 
in Truth and Honeſty: As what you have wanted in 
Virtue, you have had in a good Face. | 
Amin. Have had, Sir! What I have had, I have ſtill; 
and ſhall have a great while, I hope, I'm no Grand- 
mother, Sir. 
E/ep. But in a fair way for't, Madam. 

Amin. Thanks to my Daughter's Forwardneſs then, 
not my Years. I'd have you to know, Sir, I have never 
a Wrinkle in my Face. A young pert Slut! Who'd 
think ſhe ſhou'd know ſo much at her Age ? 

E/o5. Good Maſters make quick Scholars, Lady; ſhe 
has learn'd her Exerciſe from you, 
Amin. But where's the Remedy, Sir ? 

Epp. In trying if a good Example will reclaim her, 
as an ill one has debauch'd her. Live private, and avoid 
Scandal. 

Amin, Never ſpeak it; I can no more retire, than I 
can go to Church twice on a Sunday, VET 

Eſop. What, your youthful Blood boils in your Veins, 
I'll warrant ? Take) | 

Amin. I have Warmth enough to endure the Air, old 
Gentleman, I need not ſhut myſelf up in a Houle theſe 
twenty Years. 

Eſap. [afide.) She takes a long Leaſe of Lewdneſs: 
She'll be an admirable Tenant to Luft, | 

Amin. [walking haſtily to and 2 People think when 
a Woman is turn'd t orty, ſhe's old enough to turn out 
of the World : But I ſay, when a Woman 1s turn'd For- 
ty, ſhe's old enough to have more Wit. The moſt can 
be ſaid is, her Face is the worſe for wearing: I'll anſwer 
for all the reſt of her Fabrick, The Men wou'd be to 
be pity'd, by my troth, wou'd they, if we ſhou'd quit 
the Stage, and leave 'em nothing but a parcel of young 
pert Sluts, that neither know how to ſpeak Senſe, nor 
keep themſelves clean. But, don't let em fear, wea'n't - 
going yet Eſop fares upon her, and as ſbe turns from 
him, runs off the Stage.] How now! What left alone! 
An unmannerly Piece of Deformity ! Methinks he might 


have had Senſe enough to have made Love to me, But 
J have 
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J have found Men ſtrangely dull for the laſt ten or twelve 
Years : Sure they'll mend in Time, or the World won't 
be worth living 1n. 

For let Philaſephers ſay all they can, 

The Source of Women's Foys is plac'd n Man. Exit. 


Enter Learchus and Euphronia, Doris fo/lowing at 
a Diſtance. 


Lear. to Euph. | muſt tell you, Miſtreſs, I'm too mild 
with you ; Parents ſhou'd never intreat their Children, 
nor will J hereafter. Therefore, in a Word, let E/op 
be lov'd, let Oronces be hated ;; let one be a Peacock, 
let t'other be a Bat : I'm Father, you are Daughter ; 
I command, and you ſhall obey. 

» Euph. I never yet did otherwiſe ; nor ſhall I now, 
Sir ; but pray let Reaſon guide you. 

Lear. So it does: But ' tis my own, not yours, Huſly, 

Dor. Ah— Well, I'll ſay no more; but were I in her 
Place, by the Maſs, I'd have a tug for't. 

Lear. Dzmon, born to ditra& me ! Whence art 
thou, in the Name of Fire and Brimitone ? Have I not 
ſatisfy'd thee? Have I not paid thee what's thy due? 
And have not I turn'd thee out of Doors, with Orders 
never more to ſtride my Threſhold, ha? Anſwer, abo- 
minable Spirit; what is't that makes thee haunt me? 

Dor. A fooliſh Paſſion to do you good, in ſpite of 
your Teeth : Pox on me for my Zeal, I ſay. 

Lear. And Pox on thee, and thy Zeal too, I ſay, 

Dor. Now if it were not for her Sake more than for 
yours, I'd leave all to your own Management, to be re- 
veng'd of you. But rather than [*ll ſee that ſweet 
Thing ſacrificed—1'll play the Devil in your Houle. 

Lear. Patience, I ſummon thee to my Aid. 

Dor. Paſſion, I defy thee ; to the lait Drop of my 
Blood I'll maintain my Ground, What have you to 
charge me with ? 88 ! I love your Child better than 
you do, and you can't bear that, ha? Is't not ſo? Nay, 
tis well y'are aſham'd on't ; there's ſome Sign of Grace 
fill. Look you, Sir, in a few Words, you'll make og 
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mad ; and *twere enough to make any Body mad (who 
has Brains enough to be fo) to fee ſo much Virtue 
{hipwreck'd at the very Port. The World never ſaw a 
Virgin better qualify'd ; ſo witty, ſo diſcreet, ſo mo- 
deſt, ſo chaſte : in a Word, I brought her up myſelf, 
and *twould be the Death of me to ſee ſo virtuous a 
Maid become a lewd Wife; which is the uſual Effect 
of Parents Pride and Covetouſneſs. 

Lear. How, Strumpet! wou'd any Thing be able to 
debauch my Daughter ? 

Dor. Your Daughter! Yes, your Daughter, dan my- 
ſelf into the Bargain: A Woman's but a Woman; and 
F!l lay a hundred Pound on Nature's fide. Come, Sir, 
few Words diſpatch Buſineſs. Let who will be the 
Wife of E/op, ſhe's a Fool, or he's a Cuckold. But 
you'll never have a true Notion of this Matter, till 
you ſuppoſe yourſelf in your Daughter's Place. As 
thus: You are a pretty, ſoft, warm, wiſhing young La- 
dy : I'm a ſtraight, proper, handſome, vigorous, young 
Fellow. You have a peeviſh, politive, covetous, old 
Father, and he forces you to marry a little, lean, crook- 
ed, dry, ſapleſs Huſband, This Huſband's gone a- 
broad, you are left at home. I make you a Viſit; find 
you all alone: the Servant pulls to th: Door; the De- 
vil comes in at the Window, I begin to wheedle, you 
begin to melt: you like my Perſon, and therefore be- 
lieve all I ſay: fo firſt I make you an Atheiſt, and then 
I make you a Whore. Thus the World goes, Sir. 

Lear, Pernicious Peſti'.nce! Has not thy eternal 
Tongue run down its Larum yet ? 

Dor. Yes. | 

Lear. Then go out of my Houſe, Abomination. 

Dor. I'll not ſtir a Foot. | 

Lear. Who waits there? Bring me my great Stick. 

Dor. Bring you a Stick! Bring you a Head-piece: 
That you'd call for, if you knew your own wants. 

Lear. Death and Furies, the Devil and fo forth! I 
ſhall run diſtracted. 

Eupb. Pray, Sir, don't be ſo angry at her. I'm ſure 
ſhe means well, tho' ſhe may have an cdd way ofex- 
Preſſing herſelf, Lear. 


Lear. What, you like her meaning ? Who Coubts: it, 
Offspring of Venus? But PII make you ſta, your Sto- 
mach with Meat of my chuſing, you _—_— young 
Baggage you. In a Word, Eſep's the Man; and to- 
morrow he ſhall be your Lord and Maſter, But ſince 
he can't be ſatisfied unleſs he has your Heart, as well 
as all the reſt of your Trumpery, let me ſee you receive 
him in ſuch a Manner that he may think himſelf your 
Choice as well as mine; *twill make him eſteem your 
judgment: For we uſually gueſs at other People's Un- 
derſtandings, by their approving our Actions and liking 
our Faces, See here, the great Man comes! [Zo Dor.] 
Follow me, Inſolence; and leave 'em to expreſs their 
Paſſion to each other. [7% Evph.] Remember my laſt 
Word to you is, Obey. 

Dor, [to Euph. gſide.] And remember my laſt Advice 
to you 15, Rebel. [ Exit Lear. Dor. following him. 

Euph. Alas, I'm good-natured ; the laſt Thing that's 
ſaid to me uſually leaves the deepeſt Impreſſion. 


Enter Eſop ; they ftand ſome Time without ſpeaking. 


Eſep.— They ſay, That Lovers, for want of Words, 
have Eyes to ſpeak with. Im afraid you do not under- 
ſtand the Language of mine, fince yours, I find, will 
make no Anſwer to em. But I mutt tell you, Lady, 
there is a numerous Train of youthful Virgins, that are 
endow'd with Wealth and Beauty too, who yet have 
thought it worth their Pains and Care to point their 
Darts at Eſep's homely Breaſt ; whilſt you ſo much con- 
temn what they purſue, that a young ſenſcleſs Fop's 

reterr'd before me. 

Euph. Did you but know that Fop you dare to term 
ſo, his very Looks wou d fright you into nothing. 

E/op, A very Bauble. 

Euph, How |! 

Ejop. A Butterfly. 

Euph. I can't bear it. 

E/op. A Parroquet can prattle and look gandy, 

Lab. It may be ſo; but let me paint him and you 
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in your proper Colours, I'll do it exactly, and you hall 
Judge which 1 ought to chuſe. 

 E/6þ. No, hold; I'm naturally not over- curious; be- 
ſides, tis Pride makes People have their Pictures drawn, 

Euph. Upon my Word, Sir, you may have yours ta- 
ken a hundred times before any Body will believe *tis 
done upon that Account, 

E/op. [aſide.] How ſevere ſhe is upon me! You are 
reſoly'd then to perſiſt, and be fond of your Feather ; 
ſigh for a Perriwig, and die for a Cravat ſtring. 

Euph. Methinks, Sir, you might treat with more re- 
ſpe& what I've thought fit to own I value; your AF. 
— to him are doubly ſuch to me; if you continue 
your provoking Language, you muſt expect my Tongue 
will ſally too; and if you are as wiſe as ſome would 
make you, you can't but know I ſhou'd have Theme 
enough. 

E/Jop. But is it poſſible you can love ſo much as you 
pretend ? 

Euph, Why do you queſtion it? 

E/op. Becauſe Nobody loves ſo much as they pretend: 
But hark you, young Lady : Marriage 1s to lait a long, 
long Time; and where one Couple bleſs the ſacred 
Knot, a Train of Wretches curie the Inſtitution. You 
are in an Age where Hearts are young and tender; a 
pleaſing Object gets Admittance ſoon. But ſince to 
Marriage there's annexed this dreadful Word, For ever, 


the following Example ought to move you : 


A Peacock once, of ſplendid ſhow, . 
Gay, gaudy, foppiſh, vain —— a Beau, 
Attack'd a fond young Pheaſant's Heart 
With ſuch Succeſs, 
He pleas'd her, tho" he made her ſmart ; 
He pierc'd her with ſo much Adareſs, 
She ſmil' d the Moment that he fixt his Dart, 
A Cuckow in a neighbouring J ree, 
Rich, honeſt, ugly, old—— like me, 
Low'd ber es he low'd his Life: 
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To make a virtuous Nun a Whore, 
Than he to get her for his Wife : ' 
But all his Offers fill were vain, 
His Limbs were weak, his Face was plain ; 
Beauty, Youth, and Vigour weigh'd - 
With the warm deſiring Maid 
No Bird, ſhe cry'd, wwou'd ſerve her turn, 
But what cou'd quench as well as burn ; 
She'd have a young Gallant : ſo one Je had. 
But ere a Month was come and gone, 
The Bride began to change her tone,, 
She found a young Gallant was an inconſtant one. s 
She wander d to a neighbouring Grove, 
Where after muſing long on Love, 
She told her Confidant, ſhe found, 
When fer one's Life one muſt be bound, 
(Tho Youth indeed was a delicious Bait) 
An aged Husband, rich, tho plain, 
Mou d give a flaviſh Wife leſs Pain; 
And, what was more, was ſooner lain, 

* IWhich was a Thing of Weight, 


Behold, young Lady, here, the Cuckow of the Fable; 
I'm deform'd, *tis true, yet I have found the Means to 
make a Figure amongſt Men, that well has recompens'd 
the Wrongs of Nature; my Rivals Beauty promiſes 


you much; perhaps my homely Form might yield you 


more; at leaſt, confider on't, tis worth your Thought. 
Euph. I muſt confeſs, my Fortune wou'd be greater; 

But what's a Fortune to a Heart like mine? 

Tis true, I'm but a young Philoſopher, 

Yet in that little Space my Glaſs has run, 

I've ſpent ſome Time in fearch of Happineſs : 

The fond Purſuit I ſoon obſerv'd of Kiches, 

Inclin'd me to enquire into their Worth: 

I found their Value was not in themſelves, 

But in their Power to grant what we cou'd afk. 

then proceeded to my own Deſires, _ 

To know what State of Life wou'd ſuit with them: 

I found 'em moderate in their Demands, They 
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They neither aſk'd for Title, State, or Power: 
They lighted the aſpiring Poſt of Envy: 
Tis true, they trembled at the Name Contempt; 
A general Eſteem was all they wiſh'd ; 
And that I did not doubt might be obtain'd, 
If furniſh'd but with Virtue and Good-rature ; 
My Fortune prov'd ſufficient to afford me 
Conveniencies of Life, and Independence. 
This, Sir, was the h eſult of my Enquiry ; 
And by this Scheme of Happineſs I build, 
When I prefer the Man | love to you. 
F/op. How wiſe, how witty, and how cleanly, young 
omen grow, as icon as ever they are in love! | 
Euph. ow foppiſh, how impertinent, and how nau- 
ſeous arc old Men, when they pretend to be fo too! 
Eſeß. How pert is Youth ! | 
Fuph, How dull is Age! 
- F/op Why ſo ſharp, young Lady? 
Eugh. Why ſo blunt, old eee ? 
£jop. *Tis enough; I'll to your Father, I know how 
to deal with him, though I don't know how to deal with 
you. Before to-morrow Noon, Damſel, Wife ſhall be 
written on your Brow, \[ Exit Eſop. 
Eußb. Then before to-morrow Night, Stateſman, 
Huſband ſhall be ſtampt upon your Forehead, 
| 11 [Exit Euph. 
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- Enter Oronces and Doris. 


Dor. TY Atience, I beſeech you. | 
P Orcn, Patience! What, and fee that lovely 


Creature thrown into the Arms of that pedantick Mon- 
ſter! *Sdeath, I'd rather ſee the World reduc'd to 
A't ms, Mankind turn'd into Crawfiſh, and myſelf an 


old Woman. Der. 
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Dor. So you think an old Woman a very unfortunate 
thing, I find; but you are miſtaken, Sir; ſhe may 
plague other Folks, but ſhe's as entertaining to herſelf, 
as any one Part of the Creation. 15 

Oron. [walking to and fro.) She's the Devil and 
I'm one of the damn'd, t think. But I'll make ſome- 
body howl for't; I will fo. | 

Dor. You'll e'en do as all the young Fellows in the 
Town do, ſpoil your own Sport: Ah ——had young 
Mens Shoulders but old Courtiers Heads upon 'em, what 
2 delicious Time wou'd they have on't! For ſhame, be 
wiſe ; for your Miſtreſs's ſake at leaſt uſe ſome Caution. 

Oron. For her ſake I'll reſpect, even like a Deity, her 

Father, He ſhall firike me, he ſhall tread upon me, 
and find me humbler even than a crawling Worm, for 
FII not turn again; but for Ep, that unfiniſn'd Lump, 
that Chaos of Humanity, PII uſe him nay, ex- 
pect it, for I'll do it the firſt Moment that 1 II 
ec him, Pl— — |; 
Der. Not challenge him, I hope —— Twould be 
a pretty ſight, truly, to ſee E/op drawn up in Battalia 
Fye for ſhame, be wiſe once in your Life; think of gain- 
ing Time, by putting off the Marriage ior a Day or two, 
and not of waging War with a Pigmy. Yonder's' the 
old Gentleman walking by himſelf in the Gailery ; go 
and wheedle him, you know his weak fide ; he's good- 
natur'd in the bottom. Stir up his old fatherly Bowels 
a little, Pl warrant you'll move him at laſt: go, get 
you gone, and play your Part diſcreetly. 

Oron. Well, Pl try; but if Words won't do with 
one, Blows thall with t'other ; by Heavens, they ſhall. 
[ Exit. Oron. 


Doris ſola. 

Nay, I reckon we ſhall have rare work on't bye and 
bye. Shield us, kind Heaven ! what Things are Men 
in love ? Now they are Stocks and Stones ; then they 
are Fire and Quick-filver ; firſt whining and crying, 
then ſwearing and damning : This Moment they are 
in Love, and next Moment they are out of Love : Ah— 
cou'd we but live without *em—but tis in vain to think 
on't, [ Exit.) Enter 
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Enter Eſop at ane fide of the Stage, Mrs. F orge-will 
at other. 


Forg. Sir, 'm your moſt devoted Servant! What I 
ſay is no Compliment, I do aſſure you. 

E/Jop. Madam, as far as you are really mine, I be. 
lieve I may venture to aſſure you, I am yours. 

Forg. I ſuppoſe, vir, you know that I'm a Widow, 

E/ep. Madam, I don't ſo much as know you are a 
Woman, | 

Forg. O ſurprizing ! Why, I thought the whole Town 
had known it. Sir, I have been a Widow this T'welve- 
month. 

E/op. If a Body may gueſs at your Heart by your 
Petticoat, Lady, you don't deſign to be ſo a Twelve- 
month more. | 

Forg. O bleſs me! Not a Twelvemonth! Why, my 
Huſband has left me four ſqualling Brats. Beſides, Sir, 
I'm undone. | | 

E/op. You ſeem as chearful an undone Lady as I have 
met with, | 

Forg. Alas, Sir, I have too great a Spirit ever to let 
Afflictions ſpoil my Face. Sir, I'll tell you my Condi- 
tion; and that will lead me to my Buſineſs with you. 
Sir, my Huſband was a Scriviner. 

E/op. The deuce he was: I thought he had been a 
Count, at leaſt, h 

Ferg. Sir, it is not the firſt Time I have been taken 
for a Counteſs; my Mother us'd to ſay, as I lay in my 
Cradle, I had the Air of a Woman of Quality ; and 
truly I nave always liv'd like ſuch. My Huſband, in- 
deed, had ſomething ſneaking in him (as moſt Hul- 
bands have, you know, Sir); . from the Moment [ 
ſet Foct in his Houſe, bleſs me, what a Change was 
there! His Pewter was. turn'd into Silver, his Goloſhocs 
mto a Glaſs Coach, and his little travelling Mare into 
a Pair of Flanders Horſes. Inſtead of a greaſy Cook + 
maid to wait at Table, I had four tall Footmen in clean 
Linen; all Ihings became new and faſhionable, and 

nothing look'd aukward in my Family. My Furniture 
Was 
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was the Wonder of my Neighbourhood, and my Clothes 
the Admiration of the whole Town ; I had a Necklace 
that was envy'd by the Queen, and a Pair of Pendants 
that ſet a Dutcheſs a-crying. In a Word, I ſaw no- 
thing 1 lik*d but I bought it; and my Huſband, good 
Man, durſt ne'er refuſe paying for't. Thus I liv'd, and 
1 flouriſh'd, till he ficken'd and dy'd : but ere he was 
cold in his Grave, his Creditors plunder'd my Houſe, 
But, what pity it was to ſee Fellows with dirty Shoes 
come into my beſt Rooms, and touch my Hangings 
with their filthy Fingers! You won't blame me, Sir, if, 
with all my Courage, I weep at this ſenfible Part of my 
Misfortune. 

E/op. A very fad Story, truly! 

Forg. But now, Sir, to my Buſineſs. Having been 
inform'd this Morning, That the King has appointed a 
great Sum of Money for the Marriage of young Wo- 
men who have liv'd well, and are fallen to decay, Iam 
come to acquaint you I have two ftrapping Daughters, 
juſt fit for the Matter, and to deſire you'll help em to 
Portions out of the King's Bounty ; that they mayn't 
whine and pine, and be eaten up with the Green-fick- 
neſs, as half the young Women in the Town are, or 
wou'd be, if there were not more Helps for the Diſeaſe 
than one. This, Sir, is my Buſineſs. 

E/op. And this, Madam, is my Anſwer ; 


A crawling Toad, all ſpeckled ver, 
Vain, gaudy, painted, patch'4d———a Whore, 
Seeing a well-fed Ox hard by, 
Regards him with an envious Eye, 
And (as the Poets tell) 
Te Gods, I cannot bear't, quoth ſhe, 
T'll burſt, or be as big as he, 
And fo began to fwell. 
Her Friends and Kindred round her came, 
T hey ſhew'd her ſhe was much to blame, 
The Thing was out of reach. 
She told *em they were buſy Folk, 
And when her tHusband auen d have ph: | 
She bid him kiſs her Br ——, With 
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With that they all eben gave her ver, 
And foe per/ifted as before, 

Till with a deal of Strife 

She ſwell'd at laſt ſo much her Spleen, 
She burſt like one that we have ſeen, 
Who was a Scrivener's Wife. 


This, Widow, I take to be your Caſe, and that of a 
great many others; for this is an Age where moſt Peo- 
ple get Falls, by clambering too high, to reach at what 
they ſhould not © The Shoemaker's Wite reduces her 
Huſband to a Cobler, by endeavouring to be as ſpruce 
as the Taylor's : The Taylor's brings hers to a Botcher, 
by going as fine as the Mercer's : The Mercer's lowers 
hers to a Foreman, by perking up to the Merchant's : 
The Merchant's wears hers to a Broker, by ſtrutting up 
to Quality : And Quality bring theirs to 3 by 
ſtriving to outdo one another. If Women were hum- 
bler, Men wou'd be honeſter, Pride brings Want, 
Want makes Rogues, Rogues come to be hang'd, and 
the Devil alone's the Gainer, Go your ways home, 
Woman; and as your Huſband maintain'd you by his 
Pen, maintain yourſelf by your Needle ; put your great 
Girls to ſervice, Imployment will keep them honeſt; 
much Work and plain Diet will cure the Green-Sick- 
neſs as well as a Huſband——— 1 Wet 

Forg. Why, you pityful Pigmy ; preaching, canting, 
Pickthank ; 7 — 8 crooked, dry, wither'd 
Eunuch, do you know that : 

E/op. I know that I'm ſo deform'd you han't Wit 
enough to deſcribe me : But I have this good Quality, 
That a fooliſh Woman can never make me angry. 

Ferg Can't ſhe ſo? I'll try that, I will. She falls 

upon him, holds his Hands, and boxes his Ears. 

E/ep. Help, help, help. 

Enter Servants. She runs off, they after her. 

Ejep. Nay, &en let her go——let her go don't 
bring her back again--—Pm for making a Bridge of 
Gold for my Enemy to retreat upon 'm quite out of 
Breath=———A terrible Woman, | proteſt, 


Enter 


„ 
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Enter a Country Gentleman drunk, in @ hunting Dreſs, 
avith a Huntſman, Groom, Falconer, and other Ser- 
wants z one leading a couple of Hounds, another Grey- 
Hounds, a third a Spaniel, a faurth a Gun upon his 
Shoulder, the Falconer a Hawk upon his Fiſt, &c. 


Gent, Haux, haux, haux, haux, haux! Joular, there 
Boy, Joular, Joular, Tinker, Pedlar, Miſs, Miſs, Miſs, 
Miſs, Miſs Blood and Oons—O there he is; that 
mult be he, I have ſeen his Picture [ Reeling apon Eſop]. 
— dir, —if your Name's Ep -—Pm your humble 
Servant. | | 

E/ap. Sir, my Name is Z/ep, at your Service. 

Gent. Why then, Sir — Compliments being paſt on 
both fides, with your leave———we'll proceed to Buſi- 
nels. Sir, I'm by Profeſſion a Gentleman of 
three thouſand Pounds a Year——sSir, I keep a good 
Pack of Hounds, a good Stable of Horſes. 75 his 
Groom. ] ow many Horſes have I, Sirrah ? ——Srr, this 
is my Groom. [Preſenting him to Eſop. 

Groom. Your Worſhip has fix Coach horſes, (Cut and 
Long-Tail) two Runners, half a dozen Hunters, four 
breeding Mares, and two blind Stallions, beſides Pads, 
Routs, and Dog-Horſes. 

Gent, Look you there, Sir, I ſcorn to tell a Lye. 
He that queſtions my Honour——he's a Son of a 
Whore. But to Bufineſs—— Having heard, Sir, that 
you were-come to this Town, I have taken the Pains to 
come hither too, tho' I had a great deal of Buſineſs upon 
my Hands, for I have appointed three Ju/ices of the 
Peace to hunt with 'em this Morning and be 
drunk with 'em in the Afternoon. But the main Chance 


muſt be look'd to - and that's this .. I deſire, Sir, 


you'll tell the King from me -—— I don't like theſe Taxes 
in one Word, as well as in twenty ——l don't like 
theſe Taxes. | 

£/op. Pray, Sir, how high may you be tax'd ? 

Gent, How high may I be tax'd, Sir ! Why I may be 
tax'd, Sir—— four Shillings in the round, Sir.; one half 
pay in Money—and t'other half I pay in Perjury, = 

ey, 
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Hey, Joular, E Joular, Haux, haux, haux, haux, 
haux. Hoo, hoo — Here's the beſt Hound- bitch in 
Europe —— Oons is ſhe. And I had rather kiſs her than 
kiſs my Wife——Rot me if I had not——But, Sir, I 
don't like theſe Taxes. 
EJop. Why how wou'd,you have the War carry'd on? 
Gent, War carried on, Sir! —— Why, I had rather 
have no War carried on at all, Sir, than pay Taxes, 
I don't deſire to be ruin'd, Sir. 
. Why you ſay, you have three thouſand Pounds 
a Year. * 
Gent. And fo I have, Sir — Lezt- Acre — Sir, this 
is my Steward. How much Land have I, Lett-Acre? 
Lett-Acre. Your Warſhip has three thauſand Paunds 
a Year, as good Lond as any's i'th' Caunty ; and two 
thauſand Paunds worth of Wood to cut dawne at your 
Worſhip's Pleaſure, and put the Money in your Pocket. 
Sent. Look you there, Sir, what have you to fay to 
that ? | 
E/op. I have to ſay, Sir, that you may pay your Taxes 
in Money, inſtead of Perjury, and till have a better Re- 
venue than I'm afraid you deſerve. What Service do 
ou do your King, Sir? | 

Gent. None at all, Sir - I'm above it, 

Eſap. What Service may you do your Country, pray? 
| AM I'm Juſtice of Pace and Captiin "of 
- the Militia. 4 | Al 
Eſebp. Of what uſe are you to your Kindred ? 

Gent, I'm the Head of the Family, and have all the 
__ Eſtate. Fat Rv Gf N 
Ep. What Good do you do your Neighbours ? 
Gent. I give them their Bellies full of Beef every time 
they come to ſee me; and make em ſo drunk, they ſpew 
it up again before they go away, - 
£/op. How do you uſe your Tenants? 

Gent. Why, I ſkrew up their Rents till they break 
and run away, and if I catch 'em again, I let 'em rot 
in a Goal. 

Eſep. How do y cu treat yc ur Wife? 


Gent 
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Gent, I treat her all Day with Ill- nature and To- 
bacco, and all Night with ſnoring and a dirty Shirt. 

Eſep. How do you breed your Children ? 

Gent, I breed my eldeſt Son——a Fool; my youngeſt 
breed themſelves, and my Daughters————have no 
Breeding at all, 

Eſop. Tis very well, Sir; I ſhall be ſure to ſpeak to 
the King of you; or if you think fit to remonſtrate to 
him, by way of Petition or Addreſs, how reaſonable it 
may be to let Men of your Importance go Scot-free, in 
the Time of a neceſſary War, P11 deliver it in Coun- 
cil, and ſpeak to it as 1 ought. 

Gent. Why, Sir, I don't diſapprove your Advice, 
but my Clerk is not here, and J can't ſpell well. 

E/op. You may get it writ at your leiſure, and ſend 
it me. But becauſe you are not much uſed to draw up 
Addreſſes, perhaps; Þ'1I tell you in general what kind 
of one this ought to be, 


May it pleaſe your Majefly —— 
To the Gent.) You'll excuſe me, if I don't know your 
Name and Title, 

Gent, Sir Polydorus Hogſtye, of Beaſt-Hall in Swine- 
County. 3 call 
Eſep. Very well. OY 

May it pleaſe your Majeſty ; Polydorus Hogſtye, of 
Beaſt-hall zz Swine-County, ue humbly repreſents, That 
be hates to pay Taxes, the dreadful Conſequences of *em be- 
ing inevitably theſe, That he muſt retrench two Dijhes in 
ten, where not above ſix of em are defign'd for Gluttony. 

Four Bottles our of twenty ; where not above fifteen of 
'em are for Drunkenneſs. 

Six Horſes out of thirty; of which not above twenty 
are kept for State. | 

And four Servants out of @ Score; where one half do 
nothing but make Wark for t'ather. | 

To this deplorable Condition muſt your important Subject 
be reduc'd, or fore'd to cut down his Timber, which he 
wou'd qwillingly perſevere againft tn ill run at Dice. 

And as to the Neceſſity of the War for the Security of the 
Vol. I. ; N King. 
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Kingdom, he neither knows nor cares whether it be neceſſa- 
ry or not. | | 

He concludes with his Prayer: for your Majeſty's Life, 
upen Condition you will protect him and his Fox Hounds at 
Beaſt-Hall, wvithout er a Penny of Money, 

To the Gent.) This, Sir, I ſuppoſe, is much what you 
wou'd be at, Ys 

Gent. Exactly, Sir; I'll be ſure to have one drawn up 
to the ſelf- ſame purpoſe ; and next Fox-Hunting Þ'll 
engage half the Company ſhall ſet their Hands to't, 
Sir, I am your - moſt devoted Servant; and if you 
pleaſe to let me fee you at Bea/t-Hall, here's my Huntſ- 
man, Houndsfoot, will ſhew you a Fox ſhall lead you 
through ſo many Hedges and Briars, you ſhall have no 
more Clothes on your Back in half an Hour's Time— 
than you had——in the Womb of your Mother. Haux, 
haux, haux, &c. [ Exit ſhouting, 

Eſop. O Tempora, O Mores ! 


Enter Mr. Fruitful and his Wife, 


Mr. Fruit. Heavens preſerve the noble E/ep, grant 
him long Life and happy Days. 

- Mrs. Fruit. And ſend him a fruitful Wife, with a 
hopeful Iſſue | 

E/Jop. And what is it I'm to do for you, good People, 
to make you amends for all theſe friendly Wiſhes ? 
Mr. Fruit. Sir, here's myſelf and my Wife—— 

Mrs. Fruit. Sir, here's I and my Huſband—[To her 
Husband.) Let me ſpeak in my turn, Goodman For- 
#ward. [To Eſop.] Sir, here's J and my Huſband, I ſay, 
think we have as good Pretenſions to the King's Favour 
as ever a Lord in the Land. 

Efe. If you: have no better than ſome Lords in the 
Land, I hope you won't expe& much for your Service. 

Mr. Fruit. A*t pleaſe ycu, you ſhall be Judge your- 
ſelf. | 
Mrs. Fruit. That's as he gives Sentence, Mr, Little- 
vit; who gave you Power to come to a Reference ? If 
he does not do us right, the King himſelf ſhall ; what's 


to be done here! [Zo Eſop.] Sir, I'm forc'd to correct 
my 
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my Huſband a little; poor Man, he is not us'd to Court- 
Buſineſs ; but to give him his due, he's ready enough 
at ſome Things: Sir, I have had twenty fine Children 
by him; fifteen of 'em are alive, and alive like to be; 
five tall Daughters are wedded and bedded, and ten 
proper Sons ſerve their King and their Country. 

£/2p. A goodly Company, upon my Word! 

Mrs. Fruit, Would all Men take as much Pains for 
the peopling of the Kingdom, we might tuck up our 
Aprons, and cry, A Fig for our Enemies; but we have 
ſach a Parcel of Drones amongſt us——Hold up your 
Head, Huſband —— He's a little out of Countenance, 
Sir, becauſe I chid him; but the Man is a very good 
Man at the Bottom. But to come to my Buſineſs, Sir, 
[ hope his Majeſty will think it reaſonable to allow me 
ſomething for the Service I have done him ; *tis pity but 
Labour ſhou'd be encourag'd, eſpecially when what one 
has done, one has done't with a Good-will, 

Eſep. What Profeſſion are you of, good People ? 

Mrs. Fruit, My Huſband's an Inn-keeper, Sir ; he 
bears the Name, but I govern the Houſe, 

Eſep. And what Polts are your Sons in, in the Ser- 
vice ? 

Mrs. Fruit. Sir, there are four Monks, 

Mr. Fruit. Three Attorneys, 

Mrs. Fruit, Two Scriveners. 

Mr. Fruit. And an Exciſeman. | 

Eſep. The deuce o'the Service; why, I thought they 
had been all in the Army. i 

Mrs. Fruit. Not one, Sir. 

E/op. No, ſo it ſeems, by my Troth : Ten Sons that 
ſerve their Country, quoth a! Monks, Attorneys, Scrive- 
ners and Exciſemen, ſerve their Country with a Venge- 
ance : you deſerve to be rewarded, truly ; you deſerve 
to be hang*d, you wicked People, you. Get you gone- 
out of my ſight : I never was ſo angry in my Life. 

[Exit Eſop. 

Mr. Fruit, to his Wife.] So; who's in the right now, 
you or I? | told you what wou'd come on't ; you muſt be 
Jays a Breeding, and Breeding, and the King wou'd 

| N 2 | take 
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take Care of 'em, and the Queen wou'd take Care of 
'em: And always ſome Pretence or other there was, 
But now we have got a great Kennel of Whelps, and 
the Devil will take Care of em, for aught I ſee, For 
your Sons are all Rogues, and your Daughters are all 
Whores.; you know they are. 

Mrs. Fruit. What, you are a grudging of your Pains 
now, you lazy, ſluggiſh, flegmatick Drone. You have 
a Mind to die of a Lethargy, have you? but I'll raiſe 
your Spirits for you, I will ſo. Get you gone home, 
$0 go home, you idle Sot, you; I'll raiſe your Spirits 

or you. [Exit, puſhing him before her, 


Re-enter Eſop. 


E/op. ſolus.] Monks, Attorneys, Scriveners, and Ex- 
ciſemen ! 


Enter Oronces. 


Oron. O here he is. Sir, I have been ſearching for 
you, to ſay two Words to you. | | 

Eſep. And now you have found me, Sir, what are 
they ? | 

Oron. They are, Sir 
You comprehend me. 

E/op. I comprehend your Name. 

Oron, And not my Buſineſs ? 

E/op. Not I, by my Troth. 

Oron. Then I ſhall endeavour to teach it you, Mon- 
fieur E/op. | 

Eſap. And I to learn it, Monſieut Oronces. 

Oron. Know, Sir——that I admire Eupbronia. 

Eſap. Know, Sir ——that you are in the right on't. 

Oren. But 1 pretend, Sir, that Nobody elſe ſhall ad- 
mire her, 

£E/op. Then I pretend, Sir, ſhe won't admire you. 

Oron, Why ſo, Sir ? | | 

Eſep. Becauſe, Sir | 
Oron. What, Sir? 

Eſep. She's a Woman, Sir. 

Oren, What then, Sir ? 


that my Name's Oronces : 


Efop. 
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Eſap. Why, then, Sir, ſhe deſires to be admir'd by 
every Man ſhe meets, | 

Oron. Sir, you are too familiar. 

E/op. Sir, you are too haughty ; I muſt ſoften that 
harſh Tone of yours : [t don't become-you, Sir ; it 
makes a Gentleman appear a Porter, Sir: And that 
you may know the Uſe of good Language, I'll tell you 
what once happen'd. Once on a T ime 

Oron. I'll have none of your old Wives Fables, Sir, 
] have no Time to loſe ; therefore, in a Word 

E/op. In a Word, be mild: For nothing elſe will do 
you Service. Good Manners and ſoft Words have 


brought many a difficult Thing to paſs, Therefore 
hear me patiently, | 


A Cook one Day, who had been drinking, 
( Only as many Times, you know, 
Yau ſpruce, young, witty Beaux will do, 
To avoid the dreadful Pain of thinking ) 
Had Orders ſent him to behead 
A Goefe, like any Chaplain fed. 
He took ſuch Pains to ſet his Knife right, 
*T had done one good t have loft one's Life byte 
But many Men have many Minds, 
There's various Taſtes in various Kinds e 
A Swan (who by Miſtake he ſeix d. 
With wretched Life was better pleas'd : 
For as he went to give the Blow, 
Ir tuneful Notes ſhe let him know, 
She neither was a Gooſe, nor wiſh'd 
To make her Exit / 
The Cook (who thought of nought but Blood, 
Except it wore the Greaſe, 
For that you know's his Fees ) 

To Hear her fing, in great Amazement ſtood, : 
Cod s fiſh ! quoth he, tabas well you ſpoke, 
Fer I was juſt upon the Stroke : 

Your Feathers have /o much of Gorfe, 
A drunken Cook cou d do na leſs f 
Than think you one : That youll conſiſi: 
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But y have a Voice fo foft, fo ſrueet, 
T hat rather than you ſhall be eat, 
The Houſe ſhall flar ve for avant of Meat : 
And ja he turn'd her loſe. 


To Oron.] Now, Sir, what ſay you? will you be the 
Swan, or the Gooſe ? | 
Oren. The Choice can't, ſure, be difficult to make; 
] hope you will excuſe my youthful Heat, | 
Young Men and Lovers have a Claim to Pardon : 
But fince the Faults of Age have no ſuch Plea, 
I hope you'll be more cautious of offending. 
The Flame that warms Euphronia's Heart and mine, 
Has long, alas ! been kindled in our Breaſts: 
Even Years are palt fince our two Souls were wed, 
Twou'd be Adultery but to wiſh to part em. 
And wou'd a Lump of Clay alone content you, 
A Miſtreſs cold- and ſenſeleſs in your Atms, 
Without the leaſt Remains or Signs of Life, 
Except her Sighs to mourn her abſent Lover ? 
V/ hilit you ſhou'd preſs her in your eager Arms, 
With fond. Defire and Extaſy of Love, 
Wou'd it not pierce you to the very Soul, 
To ſee her Fears run trickling down her Cheeks, 
And know their Fountain meant 'em all to me? 
Cou'd you bear this ? | 
Yet thus the Gods revenge themſelves on thoſe 
Who ſtop the happy Courſe of mutual Love. 
If you mult be unfortunate one way, 
Chooſe that where Juſtice may ſupport vour Grief, 
And ſhun the weighty Curſe of injur'd Lovers. 
E/op. Why, this is pleading like a Swan, indeed! 
Were any Thing at Stake but my Ezphronia 
Oren, Your Euphronia { Sir 
Eſep. The Gooſe take heed. 
Were any Thing, I ſay, at Stake but her, 
Your Plea wou'd be too ſtrong to be refus'd. 


But our Debate's about a Lady, vir, 
'That's young, that's beautiful, that's made for Love. 


o am not I, you'll ſay : But you're * ; 
. 'm 
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I'm made to love, tho? not to be belov'd. 
| have a Heart like yours; I've Folly too: 
I've every Inſtrument of Love like others. 
Orou. But, Sir, you have not been ſo long a Lover; 
Your Paſſion's young and tender, 
Tis eaſy for you to | Dr its Maſter : 
Whilſt I ſhou'd ſtrive in vain ; mine's old and fixt. 
Eſep. The older 'tis, the eafier to be govern'd; 
Were mine of as long a ſtanding, *twere poſſible I might 
get the better on't, Old Paſſions are like old Mea; 
weak, and ſoon joſtled into the Kennel, | 
Oron. Yet Age ſometimes is ſtrong, even to the Verge 
of Life, | 
hep. Ah, but there our Compariſon don't hold. 
Oron. You are too merry to be much in Love. 
E/ep. And you too ſad to be ſo long. 
Oron. My grief may end my Days, ſo quench my 
Flame, but nothing elſe can e'er extinguiſh it. | 
E/op. Don't be diſcourag'd, Sir, I have ſeen many a 
Man outlive his Paſſion twenty Years, 
Oron, But I have ſworn to die Euphronia's Slave. 
Efop. A decay'd Face always abſolves a Lover's Oath. 
Oron, Lovers whoſe Oaths are made to Faces, then; 
= tis Euphronia's Soul that I adore, which never can 
ecay. 
E/op. I wou'd fain ſee a young Fellow in love with a 
Soul of Threeſcore. A 
Oron. Quit but Euphronia to me, and you ſhall ; 
At leaſt if tleaven's Bounty will afford us 
But Years enow to prove-my Conſtancy, 
And this is all I aſk the Gods and you. [Exit Oron. 
Eſop /olus. N 
A good Pretence, however, to beg long Life, How 
groſly do the Inclinations of the Fleſh impoſe upon the 
Simplicity of the Spirit! Had this young Fellow but 
ſtudy'd Anatomy, he'd have found the Source of- his 
Paſſion lay far from his Miſtreſs's Soul. Alas! alas! 
Had Women no more Charms in their Bodies, than what 
they have in their Minds, we ſhould ſee more wiſe Men 


in the World, end much fewer Lovers and Poets. [ Exit. 
N 4 ACT 
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Enter Euphronia and Doris. 


Euph. Fane: what 1s't you make me do, Doris? 

Apply myſelf to the Man I loath ; beg Fa- 

vours from him I hate ; ſeek a Reprieve from him I ab- 
hor ; tis low, 'tis mean, *tis baſe in me. 

Der. Why, you hate the Devil as much as you do 
Eſop, or within a ſmall Matter, and ſhould you think it 
a Scandal to pray him to let you alone a Day or two, if 
he were going to run away with you ; ha ? 

Hugh. I don't know what I think, nor what I ſay, 
nor what I do: But ſure thou'rt not my Friend thus to 
aiviie me. | 

Bor. I adviſe ! I adviſe nothing; e'en follow your 
cn way; marry him, and make much of him. TI have 
a mind to ſee ſome of his Breed; if you like it, I like 
it : He ſhan't breed out of me only ; that's all I have 
to take Care of. | | g 

Euph. Pr'ythee don't diſtract me. 

Der. Why, to-morrow's the Day, fix'd and firm, you 
know it 3 much Meat, little Order, great many Rela- 
tions, few Friends, Horſe- play, Noiſe, and bawdy Sto- 
ries ; all's ready for a complete Wedding. 

Euph. Oh! what ſhall 1 do? | 

Dor. Nay, I know this makes you tremble ; and yet 
your tender Conſcience ſcruples to drop one hypocriti- 
cal Curtſy, and fay, Pray, Mr. Eyes, be ſo kind to 
defer it a few Days longer. | 

Euph. Thou know'lt 1 cannot diſſemble. | 

Dor. I know you can diſſemble well, enough, when 
you ſhou'd not do't. Do you remember how you us'd 
to plague your poor Oronces; make him believe you 
loath'd him, when you cou'd have kiſs'd the Ground he 

went 
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went on; affront him in all publick Places; ridicule 
him in all Company ; abuſe him wherever you went 
And when you had reduc'd him within an Ace of hang- 
ing or drowning, then come home with Tears in your 
Eyes, and cry, Now, Doris, let's go lock ourſelves up, 
and talk of my dear Oronces Is not this true? 

Fuph. Yes, yes, yes. But, pr'ythee, have ſome Com- 
paſſion of me. Come, I'll do any thing thou bid'ſt me 
——— What ſhall I ſay to this Monſter ? Tell me, and 
I'll obey thee. 

Dor. Nay, then there's ſome hopes of you. Why, 
you muſt tell him— — Tis natural to you to diſlike 
Folks at firſt ſight : That ſince you have confider'd him 
better, you find your Averſion abated : That tho? per- 
haps it may be a hard Matter for you ever to think him 
a Beau, you don't deſpair, in Time, of finding out his 
Je ne ſpe guy: And that on t'other ſide, tho” you 

ave hitherto thought (as moſt young Women do) that 
nothing cou'd remove your firſt Affection, yet you have 
very great Hopes in the natural Inconſtancy of your 
Sex. Tell him, 'tis not impoſſible, a Change may 
happen, provided he gives you Time: But that if he 
goes to force you, there's another Piece of Nature pe- 
culiar to Women, which may chance to ſpoil all, and 
that's Contradiction. Ring that Argument well in his 
Ears: He's a Philoſopher; he knows it has Weight in 
it. In ſhort, wheedle, whine, flatter, lye, weep, 
ſpare nothing; 'tis a moiſt Age, Women have Tears 
enow ; and when you have melted him down, and 

ain'd more Time, we'll employ it in Cloſet-debates, 

ow to cheat him to the end of the Chapter. 

Euph. But you don't conſider, Doris, that by this 
Means I engage myſelf ro him; and can't afterwards 
with Honour retreat. | 

Dor. Madam, I know the World —Honour's a Jeft, 
when ſilting's uſeful. Beſides, he that wou'd have you 
break your Oath with Oronces, can never have the [m- 
r to blame you, for cracking your Word with 

imſelf, But who knows what may happen between 


the Cup and the Lip? Let either of the old Gentlemen 
Ns die, 
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die, and we ride triumphant, Wou'd J could but ſee 
the Stateſman ſick a little, I'd recommend a Doctor to 
him, a Couſin of mine, a Man of Conſcience, a wiſe 
Phyſician ; tip but the Wink, he underſtands you. 

Euph, Thou wicked Wench, wou'd'ſt poiſon him? 
Dor. I don't know what | wou'd do; I think, I ſtudy, 
J invent, and ſomehow I will get rid of him. 1 do more 
for you, I'm ſure, than you and your Knight-Errant do 
together for yourſelves. 

" Euph. Alas, both he and I do all we can; thou 

know'ſt we do. | 

Dor. Nay, I know y' are willing enough to get toge- 
ther; but y' are a couple of helpleſs Things, Heaven 
knows. 

Euph. Our Stars, thou ſee'ſt, are bent to Oppoſition. 

Dor. Stars 1—l'd fain ſee the Stars hinder me from 
running away with a Man I lik'd. 

Euph. Ay, but thou know'ſt, ſhould I diſoblige my 
Father, he'd give my Portion to my younger Siſter. | 

Dor. Ay, 2 the Shoe pinches, there's the Love of 
the Age! Ah! to what an Ebb of Paſſion are Lo- 
vers ſunk in theſe Days ! Give me a Woman that runs 
away with a Man, when his whole Eftate's pack'd up 
in his Knap-ſack i/Thattucks up her Coats to herKnees;- 
and thro? thick and'thro* thin, from Quarters to Camp, 
trudges heartily on, with a Child at her Back, another 
in her Arms, and a Brace in her Belly: There's Flame 
with a Witneſs, where this is the Effects on't. But we 
muſt have Love in a Feather-bed: Forſooth, a Coach 
and ſix Horſes, clean Linen, and Cawdle! Fie for 
ſhame. O ho! here comes our Man, Now ſhew your- 
ſelf a Woman, if you are one. 


. Enter Eſop. 

Eſep. I'm told, fair Virgin, you deſire to ſpeak with 
me. Lovers are apt to flatter themſelves ; I take your 
Meſſage for a Favour. I hope *twas meant ſo. 5 

Euph, Favours from Women are ſo cheap of late, 
Men may expect 'em truly, without Vanity. 

Ejop. If the Women are ſo liberal, I think the Men, 
are generous too, on their Side: is a well-bred ASE 
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thank Heaven; and a deal of Civility there paſſes be- 

tween the two Sexes, What Service 15't that I can do 

you, Lady ? 
Eph. Sir, I have a ſmall Favour :o intreat you. 
E/op. What is't ? I don't believe I ſhall refuſe you. 
Euph. What if you ſhou'd promiſe me you won't? 
E/ep. Why then I ſhou'd make a Divorce between my 

Good-breeding and my Senſe, which ought to be as ſa- 

cred a Knot as that of Wedlock. 

Eupb. Dare you not truſt then, Sir, the Thing you love? 
Eſep. Not when the Thing I love don't love me: Never. 
Dor. Truſt is ſometimes the Way to be belov'd. 
Eſep. Ay, but *tis oftener the way to be cheated: 
Eph, Pray promiſe me you'll grant my Suit. 

Dor. Tis a reaſonable one, I'll give you my word for't. 
£E/op. If it be fo, I do promiſe to grant it. 

Der. That's ſtill leaving yourſelf Judge. 

E/oþp. Why, who's more concern'd in the Trial? 
Dor. But no Body ought to be Judge in their own Cauſe. 

2 Eſap. Yet he that is ſo, is ſurd to have no wrong done 

im, | - 

Dor. But if he does wrong to others, that's worſe. - 
E/op, Worſe for them, but not for him. 
Dor. True Politician, by my troth ! 
E/op. Men muſt be ſo, when they have to do with 

Sharpers. 

Euph. If I ſhou'd tell you then there were a Poſſibility 

I might be brought to love you, you'd ſcarce believe me. 
E/op. 1 ſhou'd hope as a Lover, and ſuſpect as a Statet- 


man, | 
Dor. [afide.) Love and Wiſdom ! There's the Pailion 


of the Age again, 
Eufgh. You have liv'd long, Sir, and obſerv'd much: 
Did you never ſee Time produce ſtrange Changes ? 
E/op., Amongſt Women, I mult confeſs I have. 
Euph. Why, l'm a Woman, Sir, 
E/op. Why, truly, that gives me ſome Hopes. 
£uph. I'll encreaſe ein, Sir; I have already been in 
Love two. Years. | 


Dor. And Time, you know, wears all things to tatters. 
Leg .. 
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E/op. Well obſerv'd, | N 

Eupbh. What, if you ſhou'd allow me ſome, to try what 
I can do? 

E/ep. Why, truly, I would have Patience a Day er 
two, if there was as much Probability of my being your 
new Gallant, as perhaps there may be of changing your 
old one. 

Dor. She ſhall give you fair Play for't, Sir; Oppor- 
tunity and Leave to prattle, and that's what carriss moſt 
Women in our Days, Nay, ſhe ſhall do more for you : 
You ſhall play with her Fan ; ſqueeze her little Finger; 
buckle her Shoe; read a Romance to her in the Ar- 
bour ; and ſaunter in the Woods on a Moonſhiny Night, 
If this don't melt her, ſhe's no Woman, or you're no 
Man 

Ep. Fm not a Man to melt a Woman that Way: I 
know myſelf, and know what they reguire. *Tis thro? 
a Woman's Eye you pierce her Heart; and I've no 
Darts can make their Entrance there. | 

Dor. You are a great Stateſman, Sir; but I find you 
| know little of our Matters. A Woman's Heart is to be 
enter'd forty Ways. Every Senſe ſhe has about her keeps 
a Door to it. With a Smock-face, and a Feather, you 
get in at her Eyes. With powerful Nouſenſe, in ſoft 
Words, you creep in at her Ears. An eſſenc'd Peruke, 
and a ſweet Handkerchief, let's you in at her Noſe. 
With a Treat, and a Box full of Sweet-meats, you flip in 
at her Mouth: And if you wou'd enter by her Senſe of 
Feeling, tis as beaten a Road as the reſt. What think 
you ow, Sir? There are more Ways to the Waod than one, 
"you ſee. 

: Eſep. Why, you're an admirable Pilot; I don't doubt 
but you have ſteer'd many a Ship ſafe to Harbour: But 
I'm an old ſtubborn Seaman ; I muſt fail by my own 
Compaſs ſtill. + | 
Euph. And by your Obſtinacy loſe your Veſſel, 
£jop. No: I'm juſt ent'ring into Port; we'll be mar- 
ried to-morrow. © 
Eupb. For Heaven's ſake defer it ſome Days longer; 
I cannot love you yet; indeed, I cannot, 
Ear. 


8$:*-$0"O: 277 


E/:þ Nor never will, I dare ſwear. 

Euph. Why then will you marry me? 

E/op. Becaufe I love you. 

Euph. If you lov'd me, you wou'd never make me 
miſerable. 

E/op. Not if I lov'd you for your ſake ; but I love you 
for my own. 

Dor. [afide.) There's an old Rogue for you. 

Euph, | weeping.) Is there no way left? muſt I be 
wretched ? 

E/op. Tis but reſolving to be pleas'd. You can't 
imagine the Strength of Reſolution. TI have ſeen a Wo- 
man reſolve to be in the Wrong all the Days of her Life; 
and by the help of her Reſolution, ſhe has kept her Word 
to a Tittle. 

Euph. Methinks the Subject we're upon ſhou'd be of 
Weight enough to make you ſerious, 

E/jop. Right: To-morrow Morning pray be ready; 
you'll find me ſo: I'm ſerious. Now I hope you are 
pleas'd. [Turning away from ber. 

Euph. [Going off weeping, and kaning up;n Doris. 
Break, Heart! for if thou hold'ſt, I'm miſerable. 

Dor. [to Eſop.] Now may the Extravagance of a lewd 
Wife, with the Inſolence of a virtuous one, join hand 
in hand to bring thy grey Hairs to the Grave, 

Excum Euphronia and Doris. 

E/op. My old Friend wiſhes me well to the laſt, I ſee. 


Enter Learchus haſtily, follow'd by Oronces. 


Oron. Pray hear me, Sir. 

Lear. Tis in vain ; I'm reſolv'd, I tell you. Moft noble 
Eſep, ſince you are pleas'd to accept of my poor Off- 
ſpring for your Confort, be ſo charitable to my old Age, 
to deliver me from the Impertinence of Youth, by mak- 
ing her your Wife this Inſtant ; for there's a Plot againſt 
my Life; they have reſolv'd to teaze me to Death to- 
night, that they may break the Match to-morrow Morne 
mg. Marry her this inſtant, I intreat you, 

£/op. This inſtant, ſay you! 

Lear, This inſtant; this very inſtant, 


Zar, 
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Efop. Tis enough; get all things ready; 1'll be with 
you in a Moment, [ Exit Eſop. 

Lear. Now, what ſay you, Mr, Flame-fire ? I ſhall 
have the Whip-hand of you preſently. 

Oren, Defer it till to-morrow, Sir, 

Lear. That you may run away with her to-night; ha? 
ir, your molt obedient humble Servant. Hey, 
who waits there? Call my Daughter to me: Quick, Ill 
give her her Diſpatches preſently, | 


Enter Euphronia. 


Euph. D'ye call, Sir. wy 
Lear. Yes, 1 do, Minx. Go ſhift yourſelf, and put 


on your beſt Clothes. You are to be marry'd. 

Euph, Marry'd, Sir! 55 

Lear. Yes, marry'd, Madam; and that this Inſtant too. 

Euph. Dear Sir 

Lear. Not a Word: Obedience and a clean Smock; 
diſpatch. | Exit Euphronia eveeping. 

Learchus going of, turns to Oronces.] Sir, your moſt 
obedient humble Servant. 

Oron, Yet hear what I've to ſay. 
Tear. And what have you to ſay, Sir? 

Oron. Alas! I know not what 1 have to ſay ! 

Lear. Very like fo. That s a ſure Sign he's in love now. 

Oron. Have you no Bowels ? | 

Lear. Ha, ha! Bowels in a Parent! Here's a young 

Fellow for you. Hark thee, Stripling ; being in a very 
merry Humour, I don't care if 1 diſcover ſome paternal 
Secrets to thee. Know then, that how humourſome, 
how whimſical ſoever we may appear, there's one fixt 
Principle that runs uro' almoſt the whole Race of us; 
and that's to pleaſe ourſelves. Why do'ſt think I got 
my Daughter? Why, there was ſomething in't that pleaſ- 
ed me, Why doſt think i marry my Daughter? Why 
to pleaſe myſelf fill, And what is't that pleaſes me? 
Why, my Intereit ; what do'ſt think it ſhou'd be? If 
Eſep's my Son-in-Law, he'll make me a Lord: If thou 
art my Son-1n-Law thou'lt make me a Grand- 


father, Now | having more Mind to ve a Lord than 
£ a Grand- 


= 
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a Grandfather, give my Daughter to him, and not to 
thee. 


Oron. Then ſhall her Happineſs weigh nothing wich 


ou ? 


Lear. Not this, —If it did, I'd give her to thee, and 
not to him. 


Oren. Do you think forc'd Marriage the Way to ler | 


Women virtuous ? 

Lear. No; nor I don't care whether Women are vir- 
tuous or not. 

Oron. You know your Daughter loves me? 

Lear, 1 do ſo. 

Oron. What, if the Children that Eh may happen to 
father, ſnou'd chance to be begot by me ? 

Lear. Why, then Ep wou'd be the Cuckold, not I. 

Oren. Is that all your Care ? 

Lear. Yes: I ſpeak as a Father, 


Oren. What think you of your Child's Concern in: 


t'other World? | 

Lear. Why, | think it my Child's Concern, -not mine. 
I ſpeak as a Father, 
Oron. Do you remember you on e gave me your Con- 
ſent to wed your Daughter ? 

Lear. I did. 

Oron. Why did you ſo? 


Lear. Becauſe you were the beſt Match that offer'd at 


that Time. I did like a Father. 


Oren. Why then, Sir, 111 do like a Lover. I'll make 


you keep your Word, or cut your Throat. 
Lear. Who waits there; ha ? 


Enter Servants, 


Lear. Seize me that Bully there, Carry him to pri- 


ſon, and keep him ſafe. [ They ſeize him. 

Oron, Why, you won't uſe me thus ? 

Lear. Yes, but I will tho“: Away with him. Sir, 
your moſt humble Servant: I wiſh you a good Night's 
Reſt; and as faras a merry Dream goes, my Daughter's 
at your Service. 


Oren, Death and Furies! [ Exeunt Serv. with Oron. 


Lear, - 
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Lear. [ſinging.] Dol, de tol del, del, de tol dol, Lily 
Baurleighre's 2 in @ Bough. 

Enter a Troop of Muſicians, Dancers, &c. 

Lear. How now | What have we got here? 

Muf. Sir, we are a Troop of trifling Fellows, Fiddlers 
and Dancers, come to celebrate the Wedding of your fair 
Daughter, if your Honour pleaſes to give us Leave, 

| Lear. With all my Heart: But who do you take me 
for, Sir ; ha? | 

1 Mu/. I take your Honour for our noble Governor of 
Eyficus. | 

Lear. Governor of Sy/icus ! Governor of a Cheeſe- 
Cake! I'm Father-in-Law to the great Z/op, Sirrah. [All 
bow to him.] | Aſide.]— I ſhall be a great Man. Come, 
tune your Fiddles; ſhake your Legs; get all things 
ready, My Son-in-Law will be here preſently———1 
ſhall be a great Man! a [ Exit, 

1 My. A great Marriage, Brother! What do'ſt think 
will be the End on't? 1. 2 

2 Muf. Why, I believe we ſhall ſee three Turns upon't. 
This old Fellow here will turn Fool; his Daughter will 
turn Strumpet ; and his Son-in- Law will turn 'em both 
out of Doors. But that's nothing to thee nor me, ſo 
long as we are paid for our Fiddling. So tune away, 
Gentlemen. | | 

1 Mig. D'ye hear, Trumpets ? When the Bride ap- 
pears, ſalute her with a melancholy Waft. Twill ſuit 
her Humour; for I gueſs ſhe mayn't be over-well pleas'd. 


Enter Learchus with ſeveral Friends, and a Prieſt. 


Lear. Gentlemen and Friends, y'are all welcome. 1 
have ſent to as many of you as our ſhort Time wou'd 
fans Leave, to deſire you wou'd be Witneſſes: of the 

onour the great E/op F ourſelf and Family. 
Hey; who attends there? Go let my Daughter know 
I wait for her. [Exit Servant.] Tis a vaſt Honour that 
is done me, Gentlemen ! | 

2 Gent. It is, indeed, my Lord. 

Lear. [aſide.] Look you there; if they don't call me 
my Lord 1 I ſhall be a great Man! 2 
ner 
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Euter Euphronia weeping, and leaning upon Doris, both 
£ in deep Mourning. 
Lear. How now! What's here! All in deep Mourn- 
ing! Here's a provoking Baggage for you ! 
[The Trumpets ſound a melancholy Air rill Eſop appears; 
and then the Vitlins and Hautboys flrike up a Lanca- 
ſhire Hornpipe. 


Enter Eſop in a gay feppiſb Dreſs, 2 mg Peruke, &c. a 
gaudy Equipage of Pages and Footmen, all enter in an 
airy briſt Manner, 


E/op. in an affected Tone to Euphronia.] Gad take my 
Soul, Ma'am, I hope I ſhall pleaſe you now-——Gentle- 
men all, Pm your humble Servant. I'm going io be a 
very happy Man, you ſee. [To Fuph.] When the Heat 
of the Ceremony's over, if your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Ma'am, 
I'll wait upon you to take the Air in the Park, Hey, 
Page; let there be a Coach and fix Horſes ready inſtant- 
ly, [O8/erving her Dreſi. l vow to Gad, Ma'am, I 
was ſo taken up with my good Fortune, I did not obſerve 
the extreme Fancy of your Ladyſhip's Wedding-Clothes 
——Infinitely pretty! as I hope to be ſav'd; a World of 
Variety, and not at all gaudy.— [Ze Lear.) My dear 
Father-in-Law, embrace me. 

Lear. Your Lordſhip does me too much Honour, 
[a/ide.J-——1I ſhall be a great Man! | 

Eſop. Come, Gentlemen, are all things ready? Where's 
the Prieſt? 

Prieft. Here, my noble Lord. 

E/op. Moſt Reverend Will you pleaſe to fay 
Grace that I may fall to, for lam very hungry, and here's 
very good Meat. But where's my Rival all this while ? 
The leaſt we can do, is to invite him to the Wedding. 

Lear, My Lord, he's in Priſon, 

£E/op. In Priſon ! How ſo ? 

Lear, He wou'd have murder'd me. 

E/op. A bloody Fellow ! But let's ſee him, however. 
Send for him quickly. Ha! Governor — that hand- 
ſome Daughter of yours, Iwill ſo mumble her 


Lear, 1 ſhall be a great Man 


Enter 


Euter Oronces pinion'd and guarded. 

E/:p. O ho, here's my Rival! Then we I we all we 
want. Advance, Sir, if you pleaſe. I deſire you'll do 
me the Favour to be a Witneſs to my Marriage, leſt one 
of theſe Days you ſhou'd take a fancy to diſpute my Wife 
with me, 

Oron, Do you then ſend for me to inſult me? *Tis 
baſe in you, 

Eſep. I haveno i'ime now to throw away upon Points 
of Generoſity ; I have hotter Work upon my Hands, 
Come, Prieſt, advance, 

Lear. Pray, hold him faſt there; he has the Devil and 
all of Miſchief in's Eye, 

E/op. [to Euph.] Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe, Ma'am, 
to give me your fair Hand Rey-dey! ! | 

{She refuſes her Hand, 

Lear. I'll give it you, my noble Lord, if ſhe won't, 
ſa/ide.) A ſtubborn, ſelf-will'd, ftiff-neck'd Strumpet. 

[Learchus holds out her Hand to Eſop, who takes it ; 

Oronces fands on Eſop's left Hand, and the Prieſt 
before em. | | 

Eſep. Let my Rival land next me: Of all Men, I'd 
have him be ſatisfy'd. | 

Oron. Barbarous, inhuman Monſter! 

E/op . Now, Prieſt, do thy Office. 

[ Fleuriſh with the Trumpets. 

Prieſt. Since the eternal Laws of Fate decreed, 
That he thy Huſband, ſhe thy Wife ſhou'd be, 

May Heaven take you to its Care, 

May Jupiter look kindly down, 

Place on your Heads Contentment's Crown! 

And may his Godhead never frown 

Upon this happy Pair, [Floariſh again of Trumpets. 

[ 4s the Pric/t pronounces the laſt Line, Eſop joins Orou- 

ces and Evuphronma's Hands. ; 

Oron. O happy Change! Bleſſings on Bleſſings wait 
on the generous £/op / 

Eſep. Happy, thrice happy, may you ever be, { 


And 1t you think there's ſomething due to me, 


Pay it in mutual Love and Conſtancy. 
6 Euph. 
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Eupb. to Eſop.] You'll pardon me, moſt generous Man, 
If in the preſent Tranſports of my Soul, 
Which you yourſelf have by your Bounty caus'd, 
My willing Tongue is ty'd from uttering 
The Thoughts that flow from a moſt grateful Heart, 

E/op. For what Pve done, I merit little Thanks, 
Since what Pve done, my Duty bound me to. 

I wou'd your Father had acquitted his : 
But he who's ſuch a Tyrant o'er his Children, 
To ſacrifice their Peace to his Ambition, 
Is fit to govern nothing but himſelf, 

To Lear ] And, therefore, Sir, at my return to Court, 
I ſhall take care this City may be ſway'd 
Ey more Humanity than dwells in you, 

Lear. aſide.) I ſhall be a great man! 

Euph. to Eſop.] Had I not Reaſon, from your con- 

ſtant Goodneſs, 
To judge your Bounty, Sir, is infinite, 
I ſhou'd not dare to FA for farther Favours: 
But pardon me, if imitating Heaven and you, 
I ealily forgive my aged Father, : 
And beg that E/op would forgive him too. . 
4 [ Kneeling to him. 

E/op. The Injury he wou'd have done to you was 

pu indeed: But 'twas a Bleſſing he deſign'd for me. 
f, therefore, you can pardon him, I may. [Ze Lear. ] 
Your injur'd Daughter, Sir, has on her Knees intreated 
for her cru-1, barbarous Father; and by her Goodnels 
has obtain'd her Suit. If, in the Remnant of your 
Days, you can find out ſome way to recompenſe her, 
do it, that Men arid Gods may pardon you, as ſhe and 
| have done, But, let me ſee, I have one Quarrel ſtill 
to make up. Where's my old Friend Doris? 

Der. She's here, Sir, at your Service; and as much 
your Friend as ever; true to her Principles, and firm to 
her Miftreſs. But ſhe has a much better Opinion of 
you now than ſhe had half an Hour ago. 

E/op. She has reaſon : For my Soul appear'd then as 
deform'd as my Body. But 1 hope now, one may ſo far 


mediate for t other, that, provided I don't make Love, 
the 
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the Women won't quarrel with me; for they are worſe 
Enemies even than they are Friends, Come, Gentle- 
men, I'll humour my Dreſs a little longer, and fhare 
with you in the Diverſions theſe boon Companions have 


prepai'd us. Let's take our Places, and ſee how they 
can divert us. 


Eſop leads the Bride to her Place. All being ſeated, 
there's a ſhort Concert of Hautbeys, Trumpets, &c. 
After which a Dance between an old Man and a young 
Woman, who fhuns him ſtill as he comes near her. 
At laſt he flops, and begins this Dialogue, which 
they fing together. 

Old Man. 
Why fo celd, and why fo coy ? 
What I want in Youth and Fire, 
1 have in Love and in Defire : 
To my Arms, my Love, my Fey! 
Why fo cold, and why ſo coy ? 


Woman, 
"Ts Sympathy, per baps, with you g 
Dou are cold, and I'm ſo too. 


Old Man. 


My Years alone haue froze my Blood; 
 Neuthful Heat in Female Charms, 
Glowing in my aged Arms, 

Wou'd melt it doxvn once more into a Flood. 


Woman. 


Nomen, alas, like Flints, ne er burn alone; 
To male a Virgin know 

There's Fire within the Stone, 

Some manly Steel muſt boldly ftrike the Blow. 


Old Man. 
A me only with your Charms, 
You'll find Tm Man, and ftill am bold; 
You'll find I fill can ftrike, tho" old : 
4 only want your Aid to raiſe my Arms. 3 
n 
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Youth. 


Who talks of Charms, who talks of Ad 
J bring an Arm 
That wants no Charm, 
To rouze the Fire that's in a flinty Maid. 
Retire, old Age. 

— inter, be gone: 
Behold the youthful Spring comes gayly on. 
Here, here's a Torch to light a Virgin's Fire! 
To my Arms, my Love, my Joy; 
When Women have what they defere, 
They're neither cold nor coy, 

[She takes him in her Arms, 
The Song and Dances ended, Eſop takes Euphronia and 

Oronces by the Hands, leading them forwards. 

E/op. By this Time, my young eager Couple, tis pro- 
bable you wou'd be glad to be alone ; perhaps you'll 
have a Mind to go to Bed, even without your Supper ; 
for Brides and Bridegrooms eat little on their Wedding- 
NIE But fince, if Matrimony were worn as 1t ought 
to be, 1t wou'd, perhaps, fit eafier about us than it uſu- 
ally does, III give you one Word of Counſel, and fo I 
ſhall releaſe you. When one is out of Humour, let 
the other be dumb. Let your Diverſions be ſuch, as 
both may have a Share in em. Never let Familiarity 
exclude Reſpect. Be clean in your Clothes, but nicely 
ſo in your Perſons. Eat at one Table, lie in one Room, 
but ſleep in two Beds: T1! tell the Ladies why: 


Turning to the Boxes, 

In the fprightly Month of May, 

When Males and Females ſport and play, 

And kiſs and toy away the Day ; 

An eager Sparrow and his Mate, 
Chirping on a Tree, were ſat, 

Full of Love ——and full of Prate. 0 
Theyitali d of nothing but their Fires, 

Of raging Heats, and ftrong Deſires, 

Heow true and faithful they wou'd te ; 

Of eternal Conflancy; Of 
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Of this and that, and endleſs Foys, 
And a thouſand more ſuch'Toys : 
cnly Thing they apprehended, 

Was that their Lives wou'd be fo ſhort, 
They cou'd net finiſh half their Sport 
Before their Days were ended. 
But as from Bough to Bough they reve, 

T hey chanc'd at laſt 

In furious haſte, | 
On a Twig with Birdlime ſpread, 
(Want of a more downy Bed) 

To att a Scene of Love. 
Fatal it prow'd to both their Fires, 
Fer tho" at length they b;oke away, 
And baulk*d the School- Boy of his Prey, 
Which made him weep the live- long Day, 
The Bridegroom, in the haſty ſtrife, 
Was ftuck jo faſt to his dear Wife, 
That tho be ud his utmoft Art, 
He quickly found it was in vain, 
To put himſelf 10 further Pain, 
T hey never more muſt part. 


A gloomy Shade o ercaſt his Brow ; 


Hie found himſelf —» — 1 know not how : 


He loc d as Huſbands often do. 
Where-&er he mowv'd, he felt ber fill, 
She ki/s'd him oft againſt his Will. 
Abroad, at Home, at Bed and Board, 
With fawours fhe oerwhelm'd ber Lord. 
Ot he turn'd his Head away, 

And ſeldom had a Word to Jay, 

Which abjelutely ſpoil'd her Play, 

Fer ſhe cuas better flor'd. 

Howe'er, at length, her flock was ſpent, 
( For Female Fires ſometimes may be 
Subject to Mertality ; ) | 


So Back to Back they fit, and ſullenly repent. 


But the mute Scene was quickly ended, 
The Lady, for her ſhare, pretended 
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The Want of Lowe lay at his Door ; | | 


For her part, ſhe had flill in fore 

Enough for him and twenty more, 

Which cou'd not be contended, 

He anjwer'd her in homely Words, 

Fer Sparrows are but ill-bred Birds) 

That he already had enjoy'd 

So much, that truly he was cloy'd. 

Which fo prowok'd her Spleen, 

That after ſome good hearty Prayers, | 


A Teoſ/tle, and ſome ſpiteful Tears, 
They fell together by the Ears, 
And ne'er were fond again, 


Z 5 O P. 


288 EK $S'© F. 


ties 


II. 


Enter Players. 


Eſep. E L L, good People, who are all you ? 
mes. Sir, we are Players. 

Eſes. Players! What Players? 

Play. Why, Sir, we are Stage-Players, that's our 
3 Tho' we play upon — 2 Things too; ſome 
of us play upon the Fiddle ; ſome play upon the Flute; 
we play upon one another; we play upon the Town; 
and we play upon the Patentees. | 

Eſep. Patentees ! Pr'ythee, what are they? 

Play. Why, they are, Sir——Sir, they are Cod 
I don't know what they are——Fiſh or Fleſh Maſ- 
ters or Servants - Sometimes one Sometimes 
t'other, I thin Juſt as we are in the Mood. 

Ep. Why, 1 thought they had a lawful Authority 
over you. 

Play. Lawful Authority, Sir !——Sir, we are free- 
born Exgliſamen, we care not for Law nor Authority 
neither, when we are out of Humour. 

Eſep. But I think they pretended at leaſt to an Au- 
11 over you; pray, upon what Foundation was it 

uilt? 

Play. Upon a rotten one — — if you'll believe us. 
Sir, I'il tell you what the Projectors did: They imbark'd 
twenty thouſand Pound upon a leaky Veſſel She 
was built at Vitchall; I think they call'd her - the 
Patent ——ay, the Patent: Her Keel was made of a 
Broad Sea. and the King gave 'em a white Staff 


for their Main-Maſt, She was a pretty tight F _— . 
00 


0 
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look „ indeed: They ſpar' d nothing to ſet her off; 
they gilded her, and —— , 1a and rigg'd, and gunn'd 
her: And ſo ſent her a Privateering. But the firſt Storm 
that blew, down went the Maſt, athore went the Ship 
Crack, ſays the Keel; Mercy, cry'd the Pilot; but the 
Wind was ſo high, his Pray'rs cou'd not be heard 
ſo they ſplit upon a Rock that lay hid under a 
Petticoat. 5 | 
Eſep. A very ſad Story, this! But what became of the 
Ship's Company ? ' 

Play. Why, Sir, your humble Servants here, who were 
the Officers, and the beſt of the Sailors (little 
Ben amongſt the reſt) ſeiz'd on a ſmall Bark that lay to 
our Hand, and away we put to Sea again. To ſay the 
truth, we were better mann'd than rigg'd, and Ammu- 
nition was plaguy ſcarce amongſt us. However, a 
cruiſing we went, and ſome petty ſmall Prizes we have 
made; but the Blefing of Heaven not being among us 
— or how the Devil 'tis, I cannot tell; but we are 
not rich. 

E/op. Well, but what became of the reſt of the Crew? 

Play. Why, Sir, as for the Scoundrels, they, yo 
Dogs, fiuck by the Wreck. The Captain gave them 
Bread and Cheeſe, and good Words le told them, 
if they wou'd patch her up, and venture Yothe. Cruiſe, 
he'd prefer em all; ſo to work they went, and to Sea 
they got her. 

E/op. 1 hope he kept his Word with 'em. 

Play. Tbat he did; he made the Boatſwain's Mate 
Lieutenant; he made the Cook Doctor: He was forc'd 
to be Purſer and Pilot, and Gunner himſelf; and the 
Swabber took Orders to be Chaplain. | 

E/op. But with ſuch unſkilful Officers, I'm afraid, 
they'll hardly keep above Water long. 

Play. Why truly, Sir, we care not how ſoon they are 
under: But curſt Folks thrive, I think, I know nothing 
elſe that makes em ſwim. I'm ſure, by the Rules of Na- 
vigation, they ought to have over - ſet long ſince; for they 
carry a great deal of Sail, and have very little Ballaſt. 

Hſep. Pm afraid you ruin one another. I faney if you 

Vor, ; O Mete 
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were all in a Ship together again, you'd have leſs Work» 
and more Profit, 


Play. Ah, Sir — we are reſoly'd we'll never fail un- 
der Captain Patentee again, 

Eſop. Pr'ythee, why ſo ? 

Play. Sir, he has us'd us like Dogs. 

on. And Bitches too, Sir. 

E/ep. I'm ſorry to hear that; pray, how was't he 
treated you ? 


Play. Sir, *tis impoſlible to tell; he us'd us like the 
Engliſh at Amboyng=— 


E/op. But I wou'd know ſome Particulars : Tell me 
what *twas he did to you ? 

Play. What he did, Sir ?— Why, he did in the firſt 
Place, Sir —In the firſt — Sir, he did 
T'cod I don't know what he did Can you tell, Wife? 

Vom. Yes, marry can I; and a burning Shame it was to. 

Play. O, I remember now, Sir, he 98 not * us 
Plums enough in our Pudding. 


E/op. That indeed was very hard; but did he give you 
as many as he promis'd you? 


Play. Yes, and more; but what of all that ? We had 
not as many as we had a mind to | 
1 Yom, Sir, my Huſband tells you Truth— 


Eſep. I believe he may; but what other Wrongs did 
he do you ? 


1 Vom. Why, Sir, he did not treat me with Reſpect; 
*twas not one Day in three he would ſo much as bid me 
good-morrow— 
2 Vom. Sir, he invited me to Dinner, and never drank 
my Health, 
1 Hom. Then he cock'd his Hat at Mrs. Pert. 


2 Mom. Yes, and told Mrs. Si pery he had as good a 
Face as ſhe had. 


Efop. Why, theſe were inſufferable Abuſes — 
2 Play. T — Sir, I did but come to him one Day 
and tell him I wanted fifty Pound, and what do you 


think he did by me, Sir ?—Sir, he turn'd round upon 
his Heel like a I'op = 


1 Play. But that was nothing to the Aﬀront he put 
upon 
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upon me, Sir. I came to him, and in very civil words, 
as I thought, deſir'd him to double my Pay: Sir, wou'd 
you believe it? He had the Barbarity to.aſk me if I 
intended to double my Work; and becauſe I told him 
no, Sir—he did uſe me, good Lord, how he did uſe me! 

E/Jop. Pr'ythee how ? 

1 Play, Why, he walk'd off, and anſwered me never 
a Word, | | | 

E/op. How had you Patience? | | 

1 Play. Sir, I had not Patience. I ſent him a Chal- 
lenge; and what do you think his anſwer was ?=He 
ſent me Word I was a ſcoundrel Son of a Whore, and he 
wou'd only fight me by Proxy—— 

Eſep. Very fine 5 | 

1 Play. At this rate, Sir, were we poor Dogs us'd— 
till one froſty Morning down he comes amongſt us— 
and very roundly tells us — That for the future, no 
Purchaſe, no Pay. They that wou'd not work, ſnou'd 
pot eat Sir, we at firſt aſk d him coolly and civilly 
— Why ? His anſwer was, Becauſe the Town 
wanted Diverfion, and he wanted Money———Our 
Reply to this, Sir, was very ſhort ; but I think to the 
purpoſe, | \ 

Efop. What was it;? Firs 

Play. It was, Sir, that ſo we wallow'd in Plenty 
and Eaſe——the Town and he might be damn'd —— 
This, Sir, is the true Hiſtory of our Separation —— and 
we hope you'll ſtand our Friend . 

E/op, VI tell you what, Sir 


— 


once a Pack of Beagles Ine 
That much reſembled I know who 
With a good Huntſman at their Tail, 
In full Command, Tr | 8 
Vith Whip in Hand, | | 
T hey'd run apace 
T he thearful Chace, 
Ad of their Game were ſeldom kniwn to fail, 
But being at length their chance to find 
A Huntſman of a gentler Kind, | | 
O 2 They 
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They han perceiv'd the Rein was flack ; 
The Word went quickly thro' the Pack! 
They ane aud all cry'd Liberty; 

This happy Moment cue are free ; 

Well range the Woods, 

Like Nymphs and Gods, 

Aud. ſpend our Mouths in Praiſe of Mutiny, 
With that, old Jowler trots away 

And Bowman /ingles out his Prey ; 

Thunder Selle thro? the Wood, 

And ſevore he'd burſt his Guts with Bloed ; 
Venus tript it ober the Plain, 

With boundleſs Hopes of boundleſs Gain ; 
AY uno, e flipt down the Hedge, 
But left her ſacred Word for Pledge, 
That all ſhe pickt up by the bhy——— 
Shou d to the public Treaſury ; 

And well they might rely upon her; 
Por Juno was a Bitch of Honour. 

In bort, they all had Hopes to fee 

Aud /o to reaping fell. 

But in a little Time they found, 

It a the Devil had tilPd the Ground, 
And brought the Seed from Holl. 

The Pack divided, nothing throve : 
Diſcord feiz'd the Throne of Love. 
Want and Miſery all endure ; 

All take pains, and all groau poor. 
When they had toiPd the live-/ong Day. 
And came at Night to view their Prey, 
ON, alas, ſo ill they'd ſped, 

That half went Supperleſ to Bed. 

At length they all in Council ſatey 
Where at a very fair Debate, 

It avas agreed at laſt, 

That Slavery with Eaſe and Plenty, 


When Hounds were ſomething turn'd of twenty, 
Was much a better Fate, | | 
Than 'twwas to cord and faſt. 


I Play 
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1 Play. Well, Sir——and what did they do then? 

E/op. Why they all went home to their Kennel again. 
If you think they did wiſely, you'll do well to follow 
their Example, | [Exit Eſop. 

1 Play. Well, Beagles, what think you of the little 
Gentleman's Advice? | 

2 Nom. I think he's a little ugly Philoſopher, and 
talks like a Pool. | 

t Play. Ay, why there 'tis now ! If he had been a 
tall handſome Blockhead, he had talk'd like a wiſe Man. 

2 Wim. Why, do you think, Mr. Fowler, that we'll 
ercr join again ? 

1 Play. 1 do think, ſweet Mrs. Juno, that if we do 
not join again, you mult be a little freer of your Car- 
caſe than you are, or you mult bring down your Pride to 
a Serge Petticoat, 

Von. And do vou think, Sir, after the Affronts I 
have receiv'd, the Patent and I can ever be Friends? 

1 Play. I do think, Madam, that if my Intereſt had 
not been more affronted than your Face, the Patent and 
you had never been Foes, 

1 Vom. And fo, Sir, then you have ſerious Thoughts 
of a Reconciliation ! 

1 Play. Madam, I do believe I may. 

Von. Why then, Sir, give me Leave to tell you, 
that make it my Intereſt, * I'll have ſerious Thoughts 
on't too. | | | 

2 Nen. Nay, if you are thereabouts, I defire to come 
into the Treaty. 

3 Play. And IJ. 

4 Play. And I. | 

1 Play. And I. No ſeparate Peace. None of your 
Turin Play, I beſeech you, | 

2 Play. Why then, ſince you are all ſo Chriſtianly diſ- 
pos'd -I think we had belt adjourn immediately to our 

Council-Chamber, chooſe ſome potent Prince for Medi- 
ator and Guarantee, — fix upon the Place of Trea- 
ty, diſpatch our Plenipo's, and whip up the Peace like 
an Oyſter. For, under the Roſe, my Confederates, here 

O 3 | 15 
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is ſuch a damn'd Diſcount upon our Bills, I'm afraid, if 


we ſtand it out another Campaign, we muſt live upon 
ſlender Subſiſtence. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Eſop ; and a Country Gentleman, who walks to 
and fro, looking angrily upon Eſop. 


Eſep. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir? 
Gent, — l can't tell whether I have or not. 
Vs. You ſeem diſturb'd, Sir? 
Gent. I'm always ſo at the Sight of a Courtier. 
Eſep. Pray what may it be, that gives you ſo great an 
Antipathy to 'em? | 
Gent, My Profeſſion. 
E/oap. What's that? 
Gent, Honeſty, | 
; - £/op. Tis an honeſt Profeſſion, I hope, Sir, for the 
general Good of Mankind, you aie in ſome public Em- 
ployment ? | | 
Gent. So I am, Sir——no Thanks to the Court. 
E/op. You are then, I ſuppoſe, employ'd b. 
Gent, My Country. J : 
E/op. Who have made you 
Gent, A Senator. | | 
E/op. Sir, I reverence you, _ | [ Boxwing. 
. Gent, Sir, you may reverence as low as you pleaſe; 
but I ſhall ſpare none of you. Sir, I am 1ntruſted þy 
my Country with above ten Thouſand of their Grievan- 
ces, and, in order to redreſs them, my Deſign is to hang 
ten thouſand Courtiers. | ig 
EJop. Why, 'tis making ſhort Work, I muſt confeſs ; 
but are you ſure, Sir, that wou'd do't ? 
Gent. Sure, ——Ay, ſure. 
Eſeb. How do you know? | 
Sent. Why, the whole Country ſays ſo, and I at the 
Head of em. Now let me ſee who dares ſay the con- 
trary. 
Eko. Not I, truly. But, Sir, if you won't take it 
ill, III aſk you a Queſtion or two. 


Gent. 
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Gent, Sir, I ſhall take ill what I pleaſe. And if you, 
or e'er a Courtier of you all pretend the contrary, I ſay, 
tis a Breach of Privilege Now put your Queſtion, 
if you think fit. 

Eſep. Why then, Sir, with all due regard to your 
Character, and your Privilege too, I wou'd be glad to 
know what you chiefly complain of? 

Gent. Why, Sir, I do chiefly complain, that we have 
A great many Ships, and very little Trade ; 

A great many Tenants, and very little Money ; 

A great many Soldiers, and very little fighting ; 

A great many Gazeztes, and little good News; 

A great many Stateſmen, and very little Wiſdom ; 

A great many Parſons, and not an Ounce of Religion. 
hop. Why truly, Sir, I do confeſs theſe are Grievances 

"oy well worth your redreſſing. And I perceive you are 

truly ſenſible of our Diſeaſes, but I'm afraid you are a 

little out in the Cure. 

Gent. Sir, I perceive you take me for a Country-Phy- 
ſician: but you ſhall find, Sir, that a Country-Doctor is 
able to deal with a Court-Quack ; and to ſhew you that 
I do underſtand ſomething of the State of the Body-Poli- 
tic, I will tell you, Sir, that I have heard a wiſe Man ſay, 
the Court is the Stomach of the Nation, in which, if the 
Buſineſs be not thoroughly digeſted, the whole Carcaſe will 
be in Diſorder, Now, Sir, I do find by the Feebleneſs of 
the Members, and the Vapours that fly into the Head, 
that this ſame Stomach 1s full of indigeſtions, which muſt 
be remov'd: And therefore, Sir, I am come Poſt to 
Town with my Head full of Crocus Metallorum, and de- 
ſign to give the Court a Vomit. 

E/op. Sir, the Phylic you mention, tho* neceſſary 
ſometimes, is of too violent a Nature to be us'd with- 
out a * deal of Caution. I'm afraid, you are a little 
too raſh in your Preſcriptions. Is it not poſſible you 
may be miſtaken in the Cauſe of the Diſtemper ? 

Gert. Sir, I do not think it poſſible I ſhou'd be mil- 
taken in any thing. | 

E/Jop. Have you been long a Senat or? 


Gent, No, Sir, 
O 4 Zeeb. 
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E/op. Have you been much about Town ? 

Cent. No, Sir. 

Fjop. Have you convers'd much with Men of Buſineſs 

Gent, No, Sir. 

Eſep. Have you made any ſerious Enquiry into the 
preſent Diſorders of the Nation? 

Gent, No, Sir. 

Dep. Have you ever heard what the Men now em- 
ploy'd in Bufineſs have to ſay for themſelves ? 

Cent. No, Sir. 

E/op. How then do you know they deſerve to be pu- 
niſh'd for the preſent Diſorders in your Affairs? 

Gent. I'll tell you how I know. 

Ejep. 1 would be glad to hear, 

Gent. Why, 1 know by this——T know it, I ſay, by 
thi:———that I'm ſure on't—— And to give you Demon- 
ration that l'm ſure on't, there is not one Man in a 
good Poft in the Nation—but I'd give my Vote to hang 
him: Now I hope you are convine d. | 

E/op. As for Example: The firſt Miniſter of Stats, why 
wou'd you hang him ? 

Gent. Becauſe he gives bad Counſel, 

Eſep. How do you know? 

Gent. Why, they ſay ſo. = | 

Eßep. And who would you put in his Room? 

Gent. One that would give better. 

Eſep. Who's that? | 

Gent, Myſelf. | 
Eſep. The Secretary of State, why wou'd you hang 


Gent. Becauſe he has not good Intelligence, 
E/op. How do you know ? 
Gent. I have heard ſo. - ES 
E/ep. And who would you put in his Place? 
ent, My Father. g 
E/op. The Treaſurer, why would you hang him ? 
Gent. Becauſe he does not underſtand his Buſineſs, 
Eſep. How do you know ? 
Gent. I dreamt fo. : 
Top. And who would you have ſucceed him ? 


— 


* 


Gent. 
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Zyep. The Admiral, why would you hang him? 

Gent. Becauſe he has not deftroy'd the Enemies Ships. 

E/op. How do you know he could do it? 

Gent, Why, I believe ſo. 

£/op. And who would you have command in his Stead ? 

Gent. My Brother, 

E/op. And the General, why would you hang him? 

Gent, Becauſe he took ne er a Town laſt Campaign, 
Eſep. And how you do know it was in his Power? 

Gent, Why, I don't care a Sous whether *twas in his 
Power or not. But I have a Son at home, a brave chop- 
ping Lad ; he has been Captain in the Militia theſe 
twelve Months, and I'd be glad to ſee him in his Place, 
What do ye ſtare for, Sir? Ha! Pgad I tell you he'd 
ſcour all to the Devil. He's none of your Fencers, 
none of your ſa-ſa Men. Numps is downright, that's 
his Play. You may ſee his Courage in his Face: He 
has a Pair of Cheeks like two Bladders, a Noſe as flat as 
your Hand, aud a Forehead like a Bull, 

E/op. In ſhort, Sir, I find if you and your Family were 


provided for, Things would ſoon grow better than they do. 


Gent, And fo they wou'd, Sir. Clap me at the Head 
of the State, and Numps at the Head of the Army : 
He with his Club-Muſquet, and 1 with my Club Head- 
Piece, we'd ſoon put an End to your Buſineſs. 

E/Jop. I believe you wou'd indeed. And therefore, 
ſince I happen to be acquainted with your extraordinary 
Abilities, I am reſolv'd to give the King an Account of 
you, and employ my Intereſt with him, that you and 
your Son may have the Poſts you deſire. 

Gent, Will you, by the Lord? — Give me your Fiſt, 
Sir the only honeſt Courtier that ever I met with in 
my Life. jd 4 

E/ep. But, Sir, when I have done you this mighty 
Piece of Service, I ſhall have a ſmall Requeſt to beg of 
you, which I hope you won't refuſe me. 

Gent. What's that? | 

Ep. Why, tis in behalf of the two Officers who are 


to be diſplac'd to make Room for you and your Son. 
O 5 Cent - 
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Gent, The Secretary and the General ? 

Efop. The ſame. Tis pity they ſhou'd be quite out 
of Buſineſs: I muſt therefore deſire you'll let me recom- 
mend one of em to you for your Bailiff, and t'other for 
your Huntſman, 

Gent. My Bailiff and my Huntſman !— Sir, that's 
not to be granted. 

£/op. Pray, why ? 

Gent, Why i—— Becauſe one wou'd ruin my Land, 
and t'other wou'd ſpoil my Fox-Hounds. 

\ E/op. Why do you think ſo ? 

Gent, Way do I think fo !l—— Theſe Courtiers will 
aſk the ſtrangeſt Queſtions ! —— Why, Sir, do you think 
that Men bred up to the State or the Army, can under- 
ſtand the Buſineſs of Ploughing and Hunting ? | 

Eſep. I did not know but they might. 

Gent, How cou'd you think ſo? | 

E/Jop. Becauſe I ſee Men bred up to Ploughing and 
Hunting, underſtand the Buſineſs of theState and the Army, 

Gent. I'm ſhot I ha'n't one Word to ſay for my- 
ſelf never was ſo caught in my Life. 

Ejop. 1 perceive, Sir, by your Looks, what I have 
faid has made ſome Impreſſion upon you; and would 
perhaps do more, if you wou'd give it leave. [7 ating bis 
Hand.) Come, Sir, tho' I am a Stranger to you, I can 
be your Friend ; my Favour at Court does not hinder 
me from being a Lover of my . Tis my Na- 
ture, as well as Principle, to be pleas' with the Proſpe- 
rity of Mankind. I wiſh all Things happy, and my Wr 
is to make them ſo. 

The Diſtempers of the Goverament (which I own are 
great) have employ'd the Stretch of my Underitandin 
end the deepeſt of my Thoughts, to penetrate the C 4 4 
and to find out the Remedy. But alas! All the Product 
of my Study is this, That I find there is too near a Re- 
ſemblance between the Diſeaſes of the State and thoſe of 
the Body, for the moſt expert Miniſter to become a greater 
Maſter in one than the College is in t'other: And how 
far their Skill extends, you may ſee by this Lump upon 


my Back. Allowances in all Profeflions there muſt be, 
ſince 
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ſince *tis weak Man that is the weak Profeſſor. Believe 
me, Senator, for I have ſeen the Proof on't, The longeſt 
Beard amongſt us is a Fool. Cou'd you but ſtand behind 
the Curtain, and there obſerve the ſecret Ka 4 of 
State, you'd ſee, in all the Good or Evil that attends it, 
ten Ounces of Chance for one Grain either of Wiſdom 
or Roguery. 

You'd ſee, perhaps, a venerable Stateſman fit faſt 
aſleep in a great downy Chair ; whilſt, in that foft Vaca- 
tion of his Thought, blind Chance (or what at leaſt we 
blindly call ſo) ſhall ſo diſpoſe a thouſand ſecret Wheels, 
that when he awakes, he needs but write his Name, to 
publiſh to the World ſome bleſt Event, for which his 
Statue ſhall be rais'd in Braſs. 

Perhaps a Moment thence, you ſhall behold him tor- 
turing his Brain; his Thoughts all ſtretcht upon the Rack 
for publick Service. 'The live-long Night, when all 
the World's at reſt, conſum'd in Care, — watching for 
their Safety, then by a Whirlwind in his Fate, in ſpight 
of him, ſome Miſchief ſhall befall *em, for which a furious 
Sentence ſtrait ſhall paſs, and they ſhall vote him to the 
Scaffold. Even thus uncertain are Rewards and Puniſh 
ments; and even thus little do the People know, when 
'tis the Stateſman merits one or t'other, = 

Gent. Now I Go believe I am beginning to be a wiſe 
Man; for I never till now perceived | was a Fool. Burt: 
do you then really believe, Sir, our Men in Buſineſs do 
the beſt they can ? | | 

Eſep. Many of 'em do: Some perhaps do not. But 
this you may depend upon; he that is out of Buſineſs is 
the worſt Judge in the World of him that is in: Firſt, 
Becauſe he ſeldom knows any Thing of the Matter: And, 
Secondly, Becauſe he always deſires to get his Place. 

Gent. And fo, Sir, you turn the Tables upon the 
Plaintiff, and lay the Fool and Knave at his Door. | 

£/ep. If I do him wrong, I'm ſorry for't. Let him ex- 
amine himſelf, he'Il find whether I do or not. | Exit Eſop. 

Gent. Examine ! think | have had enough 
of that already, There's nothing left, that I know of, 
but to give Sentence: And truly I think there's no great 

O 6 Difticulty, 
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difficulty in that. A very pretty Fellow I am, indeed! 
Here am I come bellowing and roaring two hundred 
Miles Poſt to find myſelf an Aſs; when, with one Quarter 
of an Hour's Confideration, I might have made the ſelf- 
ſame Diſcovery, without going over my Threſhold. 
Well! if ever they ſend me on their Errand to reform 
the State again, I'll be damn'd, But this I'll do: I'll 
home and reform my Family if I can : Them I'm 
ure I know. There's my Father's a peeviſh old Cox- 
comb : There's my Uncle's a drunken old Sot : There's 
my Brother's a cowardly Bully: Son Mumps is a lubber- 
ly Whelp: I've a great ramping Daughter, that ſtares 
like a Heifer : and a Wife that's a ſlatternly Sow. [ Exit, 


Enter @ young, gay, airy Beau, who flanas ſmiling 
contemptibly upon Eſop. 


hop. Well, Sir, what are you? 

Beau, A Fool. 

E/od. That's impoſlible ! 
thou'd'ſt think thyſelf a wiſe Man. 

Beau. So I do— This is my own Opinion——the 
rother's my Neighbour's. [Walking airily about. 

Zſep. gazing after him.) Have you any Buſineſs with 
me, Sir? | 


Beau. Sir, I have Buſineſs with nobody, Pleaſure's 


for if thou wert, 


my Study. 
E/op. aſide.] An odd Fellow this! — Pray, Sir, who 
are you ? | 


Beau, I can't tell 

E/op. Do you know who I am? 

Beau. No, Sir: I'm a Favourite at Court, and [ nei- 
ther know myſelf, nor any body elſe. 

Eſep. Are you in any Employment? 

Beau. Ves. 

E/Jop. What is' t? 

Beau, I don't know the Name on't. , 

I/. You know the Buſineſs on't, I hope? 

Beau. That 1 do—the Buſineſs of it is to 
put in a Deputy and receive the Money. 
Eſep. Pray, what may be your Name ? 


Beau, 
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Beau. Empty. | 
Eſop. Where do you live? 
Beau. In the Side-Box. 
Eſop. What do you do there ? 
Beau. I ogle the Ladies. 
Eſep. To what Purpoſe ? 
Beau. To no Purpoſe. 
heb. Why then do you do it? 
Beau, Becauſe they like it, and I like it. 
E/op. Wherein conſiſts the Pleaſure ? 
Beau. In playing the Fool. 
E/op. —— Pray, Sir, what Age are you? 
Beau. Five and twenty my Body; my Head's about 
fifteen, | 
E/Jop. Is your Father living? 
Beau, Dead, thank God. 
E/op. Has he been long ſo ? 
Beau. Poſitively, yes. 
E/op. Where were you brought up? 
Beau. At School. 
Eſap. What School ? 
Beau. Tae School of Venus. 
70 Were you ever at the Univerſity ? 
eau. Ves. 
E/op. What Study did you follow there? 
Beau. My Bed-maker, 
Eſap. How long did you ſtay ? 
Beau. Till I had loſt my Maidenhead, 
Eſep. Why did you come away? 
Beau. Becauſe | was expell'd. 
E/op. Where did you go then? 
Beau. To Court. 
Z/op. Who took Care of your Education there? 
Beau. A Whore and a Dancing-Matter, 
E/op. What did you gain by them? 
Beau. A Minuet, and the Pox. 
Eſop. Have you an Eſtate ? 
Beau. I had. 
Eſap. What's become on't ? 
Beau. Spent. 


Lip. 
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E/op. In what? 

Beau. In a Twelvemonth. 

E/op. But how ? 

Beau. Why, in Dreſſing, Drinking, Whoring, Claps, 
Dice, and Scriveners. What do you think of me now, 
old Gentleman ? 

ep. Pray, what do you think of yourſelf ? 

Beau. I don't think at all: I know how to: beſtow 
my Time better, 

E/ep. Are you married ? 

Beau. No — have you ever a Daughter to beſtow 
upon me? 

Eſep. She wou'd be well. beſtow'd. 

Beau Why, l'm a ſtrong young Dog, you old Put, 
you: She may be worſe coupled 

£/op. Have you then a Mind to a Wife, Sir? 

Beau. Yaw, Mynheer. 

E/op. What wou'd you do with her ? 

Bean. Why, I'd take Care of her Affairs, rid her of 
all her Troubles, her Maidenhead, and her Portion. 

Eſap. And, pray, what Sort of Wife wou'd you be 
willing to throw yourſelf away upon ? * 

Beau. Why, upon one that has Youth, Beauty, Qua- 
lity, Virtue, Wit and Money. 

F/op. And how may you be qualified yourſelf, to 
back you in your Pretenſions to ſuch a one ? | 

Beau. Why, I am qualified with — a Perriwig 
a Snuff- box — a Feather - a——ſmooth Face a 
Fool's Head —— and a Patch. 

Ehſap. But one Queition more: What Settlements 
can you make ? | 

Beau. Settlements ! — Why, if ſhe be a very great 
Heireſs, indeed, I believe I may fettle—— myſelf upon 
her for Life, and my Pox upon her Children for ever. 

E/op. l is enough; you may expect I'll ſerve you, if 
it lies in my Way. But I wou'd not have you rely too 
much upon your Succeſs, becauſe People ſometimes are 
miltaken — — 


As for Example — 


An 
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An Ape there was of nimble Parts, 
A great Intruder into Hearts, 
As briſe, and gay, and full of Air, 
As you or J. or any here ; 
Rich in his Dreſs, of ſplendid Shew, 
And with an Head like any Beau: 
Eternal Mirth avas in his Face ; 
ere er he went, 
He was content, 
So Fortune had but kindly ſent 
Some Ladies and a Looking-glaſo. 
Encouragement they always gave him, 
Encouragement to play the Fool ; 
For ſoon they found it was a Tool 
Wiu'd hardly be Jo much in Love, 
But that the mumbling of a Glove, 
Or tearing of a Fan, wou'd ſave him. 
Theſe Bounties he accepts as Proof 
Of Feats done by his Wit and Youth ; 
He gives their Freedom gone for ever, 
Concludes each Female Heart. undone, 
Except that wery Happy One 
To which he'd pleaſe to do the Fawvur, 
In ſhort, fo fmecth his Matters went, 
He gue/s'd, æubere er bis Thoughts were bent, 
The Lady he muſt carry: 
So put on a fine new Cravat, 
He comb'd his Wig, he cock'd his Fat, 
And gave it out he'd marry. 
But here, alas ! he found to Coft, 
He had reckon'd long without his Ha: 
For whereſceer he made th* Attack, 
Poor Pug with Shame was beaten back, 
The firſt fair She he had in Chace, 
Was a young Cat, extremely rich, 
Her Mother was a noted Witch ; 
So, had the Daughter prov*d but civil, 
He'd been related to the Devil. 


But 
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But when he came | 
To urge his Flame, 
She /cratch'd him o'er the Face. 
With that he went among the Bitches, 
Such as had Beauty, Wit and Riches, 
And ſwore Miſs Maulkin, to ber Coff,, 
Shou'd quickly fee what fhe had let 
But the poor, unlucky Swain | 
Miſs'd his Shepherdeſs again; 
His Fate was to miſcarry. 
It was his Deſtiny to find, 
That Cats and Dogs are of a Mind, 
When Monkies come to marry, 


Beau. *Tis very well; — tis very well, old perk , 
J fay, *tis very well, Becauſe I han't a Pair of plaid 
Shoes, and a dirty Shirt, you think a Woman won't 
venture upon me for a Huſband - Why, now to ſhew 
you, old Father, how little you Philoſophers know of 
the Ladies, Ill tell you an Adventure of a Friend of 
MINE, 
Band, a Bob-Wig, and a Feather, 

Attack'd a Lady's Heart together, | 

The Band, in a moſt learned Plea, 

Made up of deep Philoſophy, 

Told her, if ſbe wou'd pleaſe to wed 

A Reverend Beard, and take, inſtead 

Of wigorous Youth, | 

Old folemn Truth, 

With Books and Morals into Bed, 

How happy ſve wou'd be. | 

The Bob, he tal'd of Management, 

What wondrous Bleſſings Heaven ſent 

On Care, and Pains, and Induſtry ; 

And, truly, he muſt be ſo free 

To caun, he thought your airy Beaux, 

With powder'd Wigs, and —_ Sheer, 

Were good for nothing (mend his Soul ! ) 

But prate, and talk, and play the Fool. 

Hle ſaid, tavas Wealth gave Foy and Mirth ; 
And that to be the deareft Wife 
Of one, wwho labour d ail his Life, Ta 
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To make a Mine of Gold his own, 
And not ſpend Six-pence when he'd dont, 
Was Heaven upon Earth. 
When theſe two Blades had done, d ye fee, 
The Feather (as it might be me) 
Steps out, Sir, from behind the Skreen, 
With ſuch an Air, and ſuch a Mien, 
Look you, old Gentleman, in Sort, 
He quickly ſpoil'd the Stateſman's Sport. 
It provw'd ſuch Sun-fhine Weather, 
That you muſt know, at the firſt Beck 
Ie Lady leapt about his Neck, 
Aud off they went together, 


Te Eſop.] There's a Tale for your Tale, old Dads 
and ſo Servileur. (Aceuut 
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P R O LO G U E. 
Spoken by Capt. Gr; u. 


You auf Cat-o- nine Tails to the Stage, 
This ence be juſt, and in our Cauſe engage. 
To gain your Favoury abe your Rules obeyg 
And treat you with a moral Piece to- day; 
$89 moral, were afraid twill damn the Play, 
For ibo ave long been leagu'd (as People tell) 
To reduce the Power exorbitant of Hell ; 
No Troops you ſend, “ abate it in this Field, | 
But leave us ſtill expos'd, to flarve or yield, 
Your Scouts, indeed, ſometimes come ſtealing in, 
T' obſerve this formidable Camp of Sin, 
And whiſper, if we ll piouſly declare, 
What Aids you thin will fend, to help us thro theWWar. 
To thif cue anſaber, Were a feeble State, 8 


o U dread Reformers of an impious Age, 0 


And cannot ewell afford to love or hate, 

So ſhou'd net meddle much in your Debate. 

But, fince your Cauſe is good, thus far well go, 
When Portugal declares, <ye'll do fo too. 

Our Caſes, as we think, are much alike, 

And on the fame Conditions, we fhonld ſtrike ; 

Send to their Aid @ hundred Men of War, 

To ours, a hundred Squadrons of the Fair; 

Rig out yon Wives and Daughters all arnund, 
mean, auh are fit for Service, tight and ſound) 
And, for a Proof our Meaning is fincere, 

See but the Ships are good, and if you fear 5 
A Nat Equipage, we'll mann them here. J 


Thye 
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Theſe are the Terms on which you may engage 
The Poets Fire; to batter from the Stage 
Uſeful Aly ! wvhoje Friend/hip lets you in 
Upon the weak and naked Side of Sin. 
Againſt your old Attack, the Foe's prepar'd, 
Well fortify'd, and always on his Guard; 
The ſacred Shot you ſend are flung in vain; © © 
By Tmpious Hands, with inſolent Diſdain, [ 
They* re gather'd up, and fir'd at you again. 
Thro* bafſled Toils, and unſucceſsful Cares, | 
In Slaughter, Blood and Wounds, and pious Snares, { 
YT” ave made a Flanders War theſe fifteen hundred Years. 
Change then your Scheme, if you'll your Foe annoy, 
And the infernal Bajazet deſtroy ; 
Our Aid accept, 
have gentler Stratagems which may ſucceed ; 
We'll tickle em aubere you'd make em bleed : 
In Sounds leſs har/h, aue ll teach em to obey 3 
In fofter Strains the evil Spirit lay, c 
And fteal Immorality away, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Don Felix, a Gentleman of Valencia, Capt. Griffin. 
Mr. Wilks, 


Don Pedro, 
Don Guzman, Fave of Leonora, 1 Mr. Mills, 
Don Jobs, C Mr. Cibber, 


Lepez, Servant to Don John, Mr. Pinkethman, 
Galindo, Servant to Don Guzman, Mr. Bullock, 


WO M E N. 


Leoncra, Daughter to Don F elix, Mrs. Rogers. | 

Jabella, her Friend, and Siſter to | 
Cn f Mrs. Kent. 

Tacintha, Woman to Leenora, Mrs, O/djfield. 


SCENE, at Valencia. 
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S CE N E, Don John's Lodgings. 


Enter Don John beating Lopez. 


Lep. OLD, Sir, hold; there's enough in all 
Conſcience ; I'm reaſonable, I aſk no more ; 

I'm content. | 

Don John. Then there's a double Content, you Dog, 
and a Brace of Contents more into the Bargain. Now 
is't well? [ Striking again and again. 

Lep. O, mighty well, Sir; you'll never mend it; 
pray leave it as tis. 

Don John. Look you, you Jackanapes, if ever I 
hear an Offer at your impertinent Advice again 

Lop. And why, Sir, will you ſtifle the moſt uſeful 
of my Qualifications ? | 

Don John. Either, Sirrah, I paſs for a very great 
Blockhead with you, or you are pleas'd to reckon much 
upon my Patience. 

Lop. Your Patience, Sir, indeed is great: I feel at 
this Time forty. Proofs on't upon my Shoulders: But 
really, Sir, I wou'd adviſe you to 


Don Jobn. 
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Don Johr. Again! I can bear thee no longer. Here, 
Pen and Ink, I'll give thee thy Diſcharge Dia I take 
you for a Valet, or a Privy-Counſellor, Sir ? 

Lop. Tis confeſs'd, Sir, you took me but for humble 
Employment ; but my Intention was 8 to ſur. 
prize you with ſome ſuperior Gifts of Nature to your 
faithful Slave. I profeſs, my noble Maſter, a moſt per- 
fect Knowledge of Men and Manners, Yours, gracious 
Sir, (with all Reſpe&I ſpeak it) are not irreprehenſible. 
And I'm afraid in Time, Sir, I am indeed, they'll wrig. 
gle you into ſome ill-favour'd Affair, whence, with all 
my Underitanding, I ſhall be puzzled to bring you off, 

Don Jehr. Very well, Sir. 

Lop. And therefore, Sir, it is, that I, poor Lopes as 
I am; ſometimes take leave to moralize. 

Don John. Go, go, moralize in the Market-place : 
I'm quite worn out. Once more, march, 

Lop. Is the Sentence definitive ? 

Don John. . Poſitive, 

Lep. Then, pray, let us come to account, and ſee 
what Wages are due. 

Don Job. Wages! Refund what you have had, you 
Raſcal, you, for cs plague you have given me. 

Lop. Nay, if I muſt loſe my Money, then let me 
claim another Right : Loſers have leave to ſpeak. 
Therefore advance, my Tongue, and fay thy Pleafure; 
tell this Maſter of mine, he ſhou'd die with Shame at 
the Life he leads—ſo much unworthy of a Man of Ho- 
nour : Tell him | | 

Don John. I'll hear no more. 

Lop. You ſhall indeed, Sir. 

Don John. Here, take thy Money, and be gone. 

Lep. Counters all; adieu, you gliſtering Spangles of 
the World ; farewel, ye Tempters of the Great, not 
me. Tell him | 


Don John. Stay. | 
Lop. Go on; tell him he's wurſe among the Women 


than a Ferret among the Rabbits ; at one and all, from 
the Princeſs to the Tripe-Woman ; handſome, ugly, 


old Women and Children, all go down. 
| Don Jobn. 
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Don Fohn. Very well, TY FEI | | 

Lops It is, indeed, Sir, and ſo are the Stories you tell 
them to bring them to your Matters. The Handſome, 
ſhe's all Divinity, to be ſure; the Ugly. ſhe's ſo agrecable, 
were it not for her Virtue, ſhe'd be over-run with Lo- 
vers ; the light, airy, Flipflap, ſhe kills him with hor 
Motions; the dull, heavy-tail'd Maukin melts him down 
with her Modeſty; the ſcragged, lean, pale Face has a 
Shape for Deſtruction; the fat over-grown Sow has an 
Air of Importance; the tall aukward Trapes with her 
Majaſty wounds; the little, ſnort Trundle- tail ſhoots a 
Te-ne-ſpay-quoy : In a Word, they have all ſomething 
for him——and'he has ſomething for them all. N 

Don John. And thus, you Fool, by a general At- 
tack, I keep my Heart my own ; lie with them that 
like me, and care not Sixpence for them that don't. 

Lap. Well ſaid, well ſaid; a very pretty Amuſement, 
truly! But, pray, Sir, by your leave (Ceremony aſide) 
ſince you are-pleas'd'to clear up into. Converſation, what 
mighty Matters do you expect from boarding a Woman, 
you know, is already Heart and Soul engag'd to another? 

Don Jehn. Why, I expect her Heart and Soul ſhou'd 
diſengage in a Week, If you live a little longer with 
me, Sirrah, you'll know how to inſtruct your next Ma- 
{ter to/the purpoſe ; and therefore, that I may charĩtably 
equip you for a new Service, now. Pm turning you out 
of my own, I'll let you know, that when a Woman 
loves a Man beſt, ſhe's in the moſt hopeful way of be- 
traying him; for Love, like Fortune, turns upon a 
Wheel, and. is very much given to riſing and falling. 

Lop. Like enough: But as much upon the Weather- 
cock as the Ladies aro; there are ſome the Win! muſt 
blowy hard to fetch them about: When ſuch a ſturdy 
Hufly falls in your Honour's way, what account may 
Things turn to then, an't pleaſe ye? 

Don John. 1 hey turn to a Bottle, you Puppy. 

Leb., I find they'll always turn to ſomething; but 
when your purſue a, poor Woman, only to make her 
Lover jealous, what Pleaſure can you take in that 2 


Don Jabz. That Pleaſure. N 
Vol. I. P Los. 
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Lop. Look you there, again. 5 

Don 5. Why, Sirrah, d'ye think there's no Plea- 
ſure in ſpoiling their Sport, when I can't make my own 
Log. O! to a good-natur'd Man, be ſure there muſt; 
but, ſuppoſe, inſlead of *fending and proving with his 
Miſtreſs, he ſhou'd come to a parrying and 
1 with you; what becomes of your Joy, then, 
my noble Maſter ? | 

Don 7ohn. Why, do you think I'm afraid to fight, 
you Raſcal ? 


Lep. I thought we were talking of what we lov'd; 
not what we fear'd, Sir. 


Don John. Sir, 1 love every Thing that leads to 
what I love moſt. 


Lop. I know, Sir, you have often fought upon theſe 
Occaſions. 


Don John. Therefore, that has been no ſtop to my 
Pleaſures. | 


Lep. But you have never been kill'd once, Sir; and 
when that happens, you will for ever loſe the Pleaſure 
of ; 


Don John. [ftriking him.) Breaking your Head, you 
Raſcal, which will afffict me heartily. See who knocks 
fo hard. | \ [ Knocking, 
Top. Somebody that thinks I can hear no better than 
you think I can feel. 


Enter Dox Guzman. 


Don Guz. Don John de Alvarada, is he here? 
Lop. There's the Man. Shew me ſuch another, if 
u can find him. LAlidt. 
Don Guz. Don Jobn, I deſire to ſpeak with you alone. 
Don Jobn. You may ſpeak before this Fellow, Sir; 
he's truſty. 
Don Gaz. Tis an Affair of Honour, Sir. 
Don ne Withdraw, Lopez. 
Lop. Behind the Door I will, and no farther, [4þe.] 
This Fellow looks as if he came to fave me a broken 
Head. [Lopez retires. 
Don Guz. I call myſelf Don Guzman de Torrellas ; you 


know 
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know what Blood I ſpring from; I am a Cadet, and, 
by conſequence, not rich; but I am eſteem'd by Men 
of Honour: I have been forward to expoſe myſelf in 
Battles abroad, and I have met with Applauſe in out 
Feaſts at home. 

Lep. So much by way of Introduction. [Ad. 

Don Jobs. I underſtand your Merit, Sir, and ſhou'd 
be glad to do as much by your Buſineſs, 

on Gux. Give Attention, and you'll be inſtructed. 

[ love Laanora, and from my Youth have done ſo, Long 
ſhe rejected my Sighs, and deſpiſed my Tears, but my 
Conſtancy at laſt hath vanquiſh'd. I have found the way 
to her Heart, and nothing is wanting to compleat- my 
Joy, but the. Conſent of her Father, whom I cannot 
yet convince, that the Wants in my Fortune are re- 
compens'd by the Merits of my Perſon. | 

Lop. He's a very dull Fellow, indeed. [Afide, 

Don Guz. In the mean while, the Object of my Vows 
is a ſharer in my Grief, and the only Cordial we have 
is the Pleaſure of a: ſecret Converſation, thro' a ſmall 
Breach I have made in a thin Partition that divides our 
Lodgings. I truſt you, Don Job, with this important 
Secret; Friend or Enemy, you are noble, therefore 
keep it ; I charge. your Honour with it. 

Lop. You cou'd not put it in better Hands. [ Aide. 

Don Gus. But more; my Paſſion for this Lady is not 
bid; all Valencia is acquainted with my Wiſhes, and 
approves my Choice. You alone, Don John de Alva- 


rada, ſeeming ignorant of my Vows, dare traverſe my 
Amour. 6 12 | 


Don John. Go on. | | 

Lop. Theſe Words import War; lie cloſe, Lepex. ¶ Ade. 

Don Guz. You are the Argus of our Street and the 
Spy of Leonora; whether Diana by her borrow'd Light 
ſupplies the Abſence of the 4/frea of Day, or that the 
Shades of Night cover the Earth with impenetrable 
Darkneſs ; you ſtill attend till Aurora's Return, under 
the Balcony of that adorable Beauty. 

Don John. So ? | 

Den Cx. Wherever ſhe moves, you ſtill follow as 


7 * - her 
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her Shadow, at Church, at Plays: Be her Buſineſs with 


Heaven or Earth, your Importunity is ſuch, you'll ſhare it, 
Lep. He is a forward Fellow, that's the Truth owt. 
Don Guz, But what's ſtill farther, you take La. or 

berty to copy me; my Words, my Actions, every Mo- 

tion is no ſooner mine, but your's. In ſhort, you ape 
me, Don; and to that point, I once deſign'd to ſtab 
myſelf, and try if you wou'd follow me in that too. 

Lop. No, there the Monkey wou'd have leſt you. 

| | [4/ige. 

Don Gux, But to conclude. 

Pon Jobn. Tis Time. 
Don Guz, My Patience, Don, is now no more; and 

I pronounce, that if henceforth I find you under Leo- 

zora's Window, who never wiſh'd, fond Man, to ſee 

vau there; I, by. the ways of Honour, ſhall fix you in 
nother. Station. I leave you to conſider on't, —— 
arewel, - | [Exit Don Cuz, 
Don Febr. Hold, Sir, we had een as good do this 
honourable Deed now. | 
Re-enter Lopez. 


Top. No, pray, Sir, let him go, and may be you 
mayn't have Occaſion to do ĩt at all, | 
Don John. I thought at firſt the Coxcomb came upon 
another Subject, which wou'd have embarraſſed me 
much more. | | 
Lop. Now this was a Subject wou'd have embarraſs'd 
me enough in all Conſcience. 
Don John. I was afraid he came to forbid me ſeeing 
his Siſter, /abella, with whom I'm upon very good 
erms. | 
Lop. Why, now, that's a hard Caſe, when you have 
ot a Man's Siſter, you can't leaye him his Miſtreſs.” 
Don John. No, Changeling, I hate him enough, t 
love every Woman that belongs to him: and the Fogl 
has fo provok'd me by this Threatning, that I beheve, 
ſhall have a Stroke at his Mother, bee I think myſelf 
even with him. nnn 
Top. A moſt admirable way to make up Accounts, 
truly! . Don John. 
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Don John. A Son of a Whore! s'death, I did not 

care Sixßenct for the Slut before, but now I'll have ker 

Maidenhead in a Week, for fear the Rogue ſhou'd 
marry her in ten Days, 

Lop. Mum; here's her Father: I'fl warrant this old 

Spark comes to correct our Way of living too. : 

2 Enter Den Felix. 


Don Fel. Don Jobu / 

Don 7%. Don Felix! do I fee you in my poor 
Dwelimg ? Pray, to what lucky Accident do I owe 
this Honqur, ? * | 

Dan Fel. That I may ſpeak to you without Conſtraint, 
pray ſe nd away your Servant, | 

Loop. What the Pox have I done to em, they are all 
ſo uneaſy at my Company. ? [ Afide, 

Don John, Give us Chairs, and leave the Room. 

Lop. If this old Fellow comes to quarrel with us too, 
he'll at leaſt do us leſs harm. [4/ide. 

Don Fel. Won't you retire, Frien? * [Looking bebind. 

Don Johr. Be gone, Sirrah, _ 

Lap. afide.] Pox take ye -u old Prig, yon : But 
I ſhall be even with you. [Lopez hides himyelf, 

Don Fel. You know me, Sir? | | 

Don Jebn. I do, Sir. | 

Don Fel. That I call myſelf —— 

Don e. Don Felix. 

Don Fel. That I am of the Houſe of —— 

Don Fohn. Cabrera, one of the firſt of Valencia. 

Don Fel. That my Eftate is 

Don Fohr. Great. | 

Don Fel. You know that I have ſome Reputation in 
the World ? | | 

Don Fob». I know your Reputation equals your Birth. 

Doh Ful. And you are not ignorant, that Heaven, for 
the Conſolation of my grey Hairs, has given me an only 
Daughter, who is not deform'd ? 

Don John. Beauteous as Light. 2 

Don Frl. Well ſhap'd, witty, and endow'd with — 

Don John. All the good Qualities of Mind and Body. 

F. 3 Don Fel, 
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Don Fel. Since you are ſatisfy'd with all this, hearken, 
I Pray' with Attention, to the Buſineſs that brings me 
ther. | 
Don John. I ſhall. | | 
Don Fel. We all know, Don FJehn,. ſome by their 
own Experience, forme by that of others, how nice a 
Gentleman's Honour is, and how eaſily tarniſh'd; an 
Belairciſſement manag'd with Prudence, often prevents 
Misfortunes, that, perhaps, might be upon the Point of 
attending us, I have thought it my Duty to acquaint 
ou, that I have ſeen your Deſigns upon my Daughter: 
ou paſs Nights entire under her Window, as if you 
were ſearching an Opportunity to get into my Houſe ; 
there is nobody in the 'Fown- but has taken Notice of 
your Proceedings; you give the Publick a Subject for 
diſadvantageous Diſcourſe ; and tho? in reality Lee- 
nora's Virtue receives no Prejudice by it, her Reputa- 
tion daily runs ſome Riſque, My Years have taught me 
to judge right of Things; and yet, I have not been 
able to decide what your End can be; you can't re- 
Far my Daughter on a foot of Gallantry; you know 
- ter Virtue, and my Birth too well; and for à Wife 
. you ſeem to have no Thought, ſince you have yet 
made no Demand to me: What then is your Intention? 
You have heard, perhaps, I have hearken'd to a Gen- 
tleman of Toledo, a Man of Merit. I own I have, and 
I expe&t him daily here; but, Don Fohr, if *tis that 
which hinders you from declaring in form, I'll eaſe you 
of a great. deal of Trouble, which the Cuſtoms of the 
World impoſe upon theſe Occaſions, and, in a Word, 
I'll break with him, and give you Leonora. 


Lep. Good.  [Afede, 
Don Fel. You don't anſwer me | What is't that trou- 
bles you ? | 


Don Fehr. That I have been ſuch a Sot, old Gen- 

tleman, to hear you with ſo much Patience. [Rg 
Don Fel. How, Don! I'm more aſtoniſh'd at your 
Anſwer, than I was with your Silence. 

Don John. Aſtoniſh'd ! Why han't you talk'd to me 
of Marriage? He aſks me to marry, and wonders what 
I complain of ! 

Don Fel, 


* 
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Don Fel. Tis well — “tis well, Don John, the Out- 
rage is violent! You inſult me in your own Houſe. 
But, know, Sir—— [ Ning. 

Don Jobn. But, k now, Sir, there needs no Quarrel, 
if you pleaſe, Sir; I like your Daughter very well; but 
for marrying her—— Cerviteur, 

Don Fel. Don Guzman de Torrellas has not leſs Merit 
than you, Don. 

Don John. Agreed ; what then; 

Don Fel. And yet I have refus'd him my Daughter. 

Don John. Why then, you have uſed him better than 

ou have done me, which I take very unkindly, 

Don Fel. J have us'd you, Sir——— | 

Don John. Us'd me, Sir? you have us'd me very 
ill, to come into my own Houſe to ſeduce me. 

Don Fel. What Extravagance ! 

Don John. What Perſecution ! 

Don Fel. Am ] then to have no other Anſwer ? 

Don John. Methinks, you have enough in all Con- 
ſcience. 


Don Fel. Promiſe me, at leaſt, you'll ceaſe to love 
my Daughter. | 
Don Fohr. I won't affront your Family ſo far, neither. 
Lop. I'gad my Maſter ſhines to-day, Aide. 
Don Fel. Know, Don, that I can bear no more. 
Lop. If he cou'd, I think there's no more to lay upon 
him, | [ 4/iade. 
Don Fel. If I find. you continue to importune Leo- 
nora, I ſhall find a way to ſatisfy my offended Honour, 
and puniſh your Preſumption. | 
Don John. You ſhall do what you pleaſe to me, pro- 
vided you don't marry me. | | 
Don Fel. Know, Alvarada, there are ways to re- 
venge ſuch outrageous Affronts as theſe, 
Don John. I won't marry. 


Don Fel. Tis enough. [Exit Don Felix, 
Re-enter Lopez. 


Lob. So; the old Fellow's gone at laſt, and has car- 
ry'd great Content along with him, [ Afides 
| Ee Don John. 
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Lop. Sir _ | | ' 
Von John. What doſt think? He wou'd have marry'd 
me I "_ l 7 F 172 , 

Lap. Yes, he had found his Man. But you have 
been even with him. 1 801 

Don Jebn. What! thou haſt heard us then? 

Lap. Or I were no Valet: But, pray, what does 
your Honour intend to do now ? Will you continue the 
Siege of a Place, where, tis probable, they will daily 
augment the Fortifications, when there are ſo many 
open Towns you may march into, without the Trouble 
of opening the "Trenches. 

Don 7ob2n; I am going, Lopex, to double my At- 
tacks ; Il beat up her Quarters fix Times a-night ; 1 
am now « own-right in Love: the Difficulties pique me 
to the Attempt, and I' conquer or III die. 

Laß. Why, to confeſs the Truth, Sir, I find you 
much upon my Laſte in this Matter: Difficulties are 
the Rocambole of Love; I never valu'd an eaſy Con- 
queſt in my Life. Lo rouſe my Fire, the Lady mutt 
ery out, as ſoftly as ever ſhe can, Have à Care, my 
Deir, my Mother has ſeen us: My Brothers ſuſpect 
me z my Huſband may ſurprize us: O, dear Heart, 
bave a Care, I pray! Then, I play the Devil: But, 
when 1 come to a#air-one, where 1 may hang up my 
Cloak upon a Peg. get into my Gown and Slippers— 
Don Jen. Impudent Rogue! IAA. 
. op. See her ſtretch'd upon the Couch, in great Secu- 
rity, with —-My Dear, come kiſs me, we have nothing 
to fear — I droop, 1 yawn, I fleep. 

Don Jahn. Well, Sir, whatever you do with your 
Fair-one, 1 am going to be very buſy with mine; I was 
e'en almoſt weary of her, but Guzman and this old Fel- 
low have reviv'd my dying Fire; and ſo, have at her. 

Loh. Tis Al mighty well, Sir; mighty well, Sir, as 
can be in the World. But, if you wou'd have the Good- 
neſs to conſider en pa/art, or fo, a little now and then 


about Swords and Daggers, and Rivals and old Fellows, 


and Piſtols and great Gans, and ſuch like Baubles, only 
now 
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now and then at leiſure, Sir, not to interrupt Things 


of more Conſequence. 

Doh Jobs. Thou art a cowardly Raſcal, I have often 
conſider'd that, | 
Top. Ay, that's true, Sir; and yet a Blunderbaſs is 
1 phages out of a Gartet-Window. 


Don John. Come, no more Words, but follow me: 
How now ! what Impertinence Have we here tiow, te 
op me ? 

| Enter Don Pedro, 
"Tk Ts Dok Pad, or Fe x Dog. = 
n Jobn. Impoſſible ! Don Petro return'd ! 

Don Ped, Tis I, my deareſt Friend; Pm come to 
forget all the Miſeries of a long Abſence in one happy 
Embrace, . T hey embrace. 

Don John. I'm overjoy'd to ſee you. 

Don Ped. Mine's not to be expreſt. What, Friend 
2845 here fill ! How doſt do, Lepex? What, doſt not 
know ns | 

Lop, As well as my Father's Seal, Sir, when he ſends 
me a Bill of Exchange. 

Don Ped. Juſt as he was, I find, Galliard till, 

Lep. I Ard it very unwholeſome to be otherwiſe, Sir. 
Don John. Tou have then quitted the Service in 
Flanders, | ſuppoſe. | 

Don Ped. I have fo, Friend; I have left the Enfigns 
of Mars, and am lifting myſelf in a ſofter Militia. 

Don John. Explain, pray. ER 

Don Ped. Why, when your Father's Death ohlig'd 
you to leave Bruſſels, and return hither to the plentiful 
Fortune he left you; I ſtay'd in Flanders, very: triſt for 
your Loft, and paſt three Years in the Trade of War, 
About two Months fince, my Father-writ to me from 
Toledo, that he was going to marry me very advantage- 
oully, at Falencia 2 fee ſent me the Picture of the Lady, 
and I Was ſo well pleaſed with it, that I immediately got 
my Conge and emberk d at D#nkirk ;, I had à quick Paſ- 
ſage to the Groyne, from whence, by the way of Madrid, 
1 am come hitler with all the Speed I cou'd. I have, 

P 5 you. 
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you muſt know, been two Days in Town, but 1 have 


lain Incognito, that I might inform myſelf of the Lady's 


Conduct I'm to marry ; and I have diſcover'd, that 
ſhe's ſerv'd by two Cavaliers of Birth and Merit. But 
tho' they have both given many Proofs of a moſt violent 
Paſſion, I have found, for the Quiet of my Honour, 
that this virtuous Lady, out of Modeſty or Prudence, 
has ſhewn a perfect Indifference to them and their Gal. 
lantries ; her Fortune 1s conſiderable, her Birth is high, 
her Manners irreproachable, and her Beauty ſo great, 
that nothing but my Love can equal it. 

Don Fehr. I have hearken'd to you, Don Pedro, with 
a great deal of Attention, and Heaven's my Witneſs, I 
have a mighty Joy in ſeeing you; but the Devil fetch 
me, it 8 my Heart bleed, to hear you are going to 
be married. 

Don Ped. Say no more of that, I deſire you; we have 
always been Friends, and I earneſtly beg we ever may 
be ſo; but I am not come to aſk Counſel about m 
Marriage; my Party is taken, and my Inquiries have ſo 
much heightened my Deſire, that nothing can hence- 
forth abate it. I muit, therefore, expect from you, 
dear Friend, that you won't oppoſe it, but that you'll 
aid me in haſt'ning the Moment of my Happineſs, 

Don Fohn. Since *tis ſo impoſſible for you to reſolve 
for your own Good, I muft ſubmit to what you'll have 
me: But are not we to know the Name of this Piece of 
Rarity, that is to do you this good Turn ? 

Don Ped. You'll know it preſently ; for I'm going to 
carry you to her Houſe. 94 

Don John. You ſhall tell me, at leaſt, who are her 
two Gallants. | 

Don Ped. One, they cou'd not tell me his Name ; 
t' other is—— But before we talk any more of theſe Af. 
fairs, can you let me diſpoſe of Lopez, till the Return 
of a Servant, I ſent three Days ago to—— 

Don John. Carry News of you to a tro I ſuppoſe. 

Don Ped. You are right; the good Man is thirty 
Leagues off, and I have not ſeen him theſe fix Years. 

Don Jon. Lopez, do you wait upon Don Pedro. 


Log, 
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Lop. With all my Heart. It's at leaſt a Suſpenſion of 
Boxes of the Ear, and Kicks of the Backfide. [¶ Aldi. 
Don Ped. Then, honeſt Lopez, with your Maſter's 
Leave, go to the New-Inn, the King of France on 
Horſeback, and ſee if my Servant's return'd ; PF ll be 
there immediately, to charge thee with a Commiſſion 
of more Importance. hd 

Lep. I ſhall perform your Orders, Sir, both to your 
Satisfaction, and my own Reputation. [Exit Lopez. 

Don John, Very quaint, Well, old Acquaintance, - 
you are going to be married then? *Tis reſolved : Ha! 

Don Ped. So ſays my Star. | 

Don John. The fooliſheſt Star that has ſaid any 
Thing a great while, 

Don Peg. Still the ſame, I ſee! Or, more than ever, 

reſolv'd to love nothing. 

Don Fehr. Love nothing! Why, I'm in Love at 
this very Time. | 

Don Ped. With what ? 

Don Jobn. A Woman. 

Don Ped. Impoſſible 

Don John. True. | 

Don Ped. And how came you in love with her ? 

Don John. Why, I was ordered not to be in love 
with her, 

Don Ped. Then, there's more Humour than Love in't. 

Don John. There ſhall be what you pleaſe in't. But 
I ſhan't quit the Gentlewoman, till I have convinced 
her there's ſomething in't. 

Don Ped. Mayn't I know her Name ? 

Don John. When you have let me into your conjugal 
Affection. 

Don Ped. Pray, ſtay here but till I have ſent Lopez 
to my Father-in-law ; I'll come back, and carry you 
with me in a Moment, 

Don John. I'll expect you. | 

Don Ped. Adieu, dear Friend! May I in earneſt fee 
you quickly in Love! [Exit Den Pedro. 

Don Jobu. May I, without a Jeſt, ſee you quickly 
a Widower, | 


@ 
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way Don John Gel. 


He comes, he ſays, to marry a Woman of | 
that has two Lovers —— If it ſhould be man of Qual 
why ſhe ? There are many, I hope, in that Condition 
in Falæncia I'm a little embarraſs'd about it, how- 


Friend bip, take heed ; if — iter, 
Be fare the Hour of by Deftruttion's near. Exit. 


6 
& 
"SCENE, Lemere's Apartment. 


Enter Leonora, Iſabella, and Jacinta. 


Leen, EAR 7U7abella, come in: How 1 am plagu'd 
D with this troubleſome Wretch | Tacinta, 
have you ſhut the outer Gates? ! 

Jacin. I have, Madam. 


Leo. Shut the Window too; we ſhall hive him get 
in there, by and bye. 
Tab. What” s this. you are in ſuch Apprehenſions of, 
5 
Les. Nothing worth naming. 
Lab. You diſſemble: Something of Love in the 
Caſe, PH warrant you. - 
Leo. The Reverſe on't ; 'tis Averſion. My Imperti- 
nent Stat has furniſh'd me with a Lover for my Guard, 
who is never from my Window ; he perſecutes me to 
Diſtraction ; I afront him fifty PThaes a-day ;- which 
he, receives with a Bow down to the Ground: In ſhort, 
all I can do, is doing nothing at all: He Rik Peril 
in loving me; as much as I hate kim 
Jab. Hate a Care he don't get the better on't, for 


all that ; for when a Man loves a Woman well enough 
0 


» © a 
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to perſevere, tis odds but the ac laſt loves him well 
enough to make him give it over. But I think I had 
as good take off my Scarſ; for, ſince my Brother Don 
Guzman knows I'm with you, he won't quarrel at my 
return, for the Length of my Viſit. 3 

Leo. If he ſhou'd, I ſhou'd quarrel with him, which 
few Things elſe wou'd make me do. But methinks. 
Jabella, you are a little melancholy, | 

Jab. And you a little thoughtful. 

Leo. Pray, tell me your Affliction. 

Lab. Pray don't conceal yours. 

Leo. Why, truly, my Heart is not at eaſe, 

Lab. Mine, I fear, never will, 

Leo, My Father's marrying me againſt my Inclination. 

Laab. My Brother is hind'ring me from marrying with 
mine, 

Leo. You know I love your Brother, Don Guzman, 
Jab. And you ſhall know, I'm uncaſy for Don John 
de Alvarada. 
Les. Don Fobn ! 

Lab. The fame. wy 

Leo. Have you any Reaſon to hope for a Return? 

Jab. I think ſo. | 
Les. Pm afraid, my Dear, you abuſe yourſelf, 

Lab. Why ? : 

Leo. Becauſe he is already in Love with—— 

Jab. Who? | 
Lues. Me. 

1/ab. I wou'd not have you too poſitive in that, Ma- 
dam, for I am very ſure that | . 

Leo. Madam, T am very ſure that he's the trouble- 
ſome Gueſt I juſt now complaia'd of : And you may 
believe a | 
Ja. Madam, I can never believe he's troubleſome 
to any Body. 

Leo. O, dear Madam! But I'm ſure I'm forc'd to 
keep my Windows that, till I'm almoſt dead with Heat: 
and that, I think, is troubleſome. | 

Jab. This Miltake is caſily ſet right, N ow 

| ant | | ra OUICs 


326 The Fartsz: Fa 1zwv. 


Houſes join, and when he looks at my Window, you 
fancy *tis at your's. | d 

Leo. But, when he attacks my Door, Madam, and 
almoſt breaks it down, I don't know how in the World 
to fancy 'tis your's, | 

Lab. A Man may do that to diſguiſe his real Incli- 
nation. 

Leo. Nay, if you pleaſe, believe he's dying for you. 
I with he were; then 1 ſhou d be troubled no more 
with him. Be ſure, Jacinta, you don't open a Win- 
dow to-night. 

Lab. Not while l'm here, at leaſt ; for if he knows 
that, he may chauce to preſs in. 4 

Leo. Lock you, Labella, *tis entirely alike to me, 
who he's fond of; but Pm ſo much your Friend, I can't 
endure to {-2 you deceiv'd. | 

Lab. And ſince | have the ſame Kindneſs for you, 
Leomra, know, in ſhort, that my Brother is ſo alarm'd 
at his Paſſion for me, that he has forbid him the Street. 

Leo. Bleſs my Soul! and don't you plainly ſee by 
that, he's jealous of him upon my Acconnt 3 

La. ſmiling.] He's jealous of his Honour, Madam, 
leſt he ſhou'd debauch his Siſter. \ 

Leo. I fay, he's jealous of his Love, left he ſhou'd 
corrupt his Miſtreſs, _ 

Jab. But why all this Heat? If you love my Brother, 
why are you concern'd Don Jobs ſhou'd love me ? 

Leo. Lm not concern'd: I have no Deſigns upon 
him; I care not who he loves. 

Jab. Why then are you angry? 

Zeo. Why do you ſay he does not care for me ! 
Dab. Well, to content you then, I know nothing 
certain, but that I love him. 

Leo. And to content you; I know nothing ſo cer- 
tain, as that I neither love him, nor ever can love him: 


And ſo I hope we are Friends again. 
Ib. Kiſs me, then, and let us never be otherwiſe. 


Leo. Agreed : | They ki/s.) And now, my Dear, as my 


Misſortune's neareſt, I am firſt to be pity'd ; I am the 


moſt wretched Woman living. My Father e very Mo- 
ment 
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ment expects a Gentleman from Flanders, to whom he 
has reſolv'd to marry me. But neither Duty, nor Pru- 
dence, nor Danger, nor Reſolution, nor all I can ſum- 
mon to my Aid, can drive your Brother from my 
Heart ; but there he's fix'd to ruin me. 

Jacin. Madam, here's Don Guzman at the Cham- 
ber-Door ; he begs ſo paſſionately to come in, ſure you 
can't refuſe him, 

Leo. Heav'ns! But does he conſider to what he ex- 
poſes me? | 

Jacin. Madam, he conſiders nothing; if he did, I'd 
ſay he were an impudent Fellow, io pretend to be in 
Love with you. | 

Leo, Shall I venture, 1/abella ? 

1/ab. You know beſt, 


Enter Don Guzman, 


Jacin. Marry, methinks he knows beſt of us all, for 
here he comes, 

Don Guz. N me, lovely Leonora; tis the laſt 
Time, perhaps, that I may beg your Pity. My Rival 
is not off : Exceſs of Modeſty is now our Ruin. 
Break through it, for this Moment you have left, and 
own, to your old Father, how you love. He once 
did ſo himſelf; our Scene of Sorrow may, perhaps, 
recall ſome ſmall Remembrance of his tender Years, and 
melt him into Mercy, | 

Leo. Alas! Don Guzman——— 

Jacin. O Heavens! Madam 

Leo. What's the Matter ? 

Facin, Y* are undone ; here's your Father, 

Jab. What an unlucky Accident! 

Leo: Has he ſeen Don Guzman ? 

acin. Nay, the deuce knows. 
Jab. Where ſhall he hide himſelf ? 
Facin, In the Moon, if he can get thither, 


Enter Don Felix. 


Don Guz, I muſt een ſtand it now. 
Don Fel. Good News, my Daughter, good News; 
| I come 
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1 come to acquaint you, that How now * What's 
the nay of this ? Don | mg in my OO 

Don hf I fee your Si tins, Bin bat you need — 
be diſturb'd; *twas ſome ſudden Bofinefs with mp Sitter 
ee me here. 
Don Fel. Tis enobgh, Sir : I'm ud to find you 
hae ; ; you ſhall be a Witneſs, that I know how to 40 
ſeyve the Honour of my Family... - - | 
Don Guz. What mean you, Sir? 
Don Fel. To marry Lenoru this Moment, 

Don Guz. How ſay you ? | 

Pon Fel. I ſay, you ſhall have nothing tefe to alk 

Ot me 

Don Guz. Is't poſſible? O Heavens what 16y 1 feel! 
Von Fel. / eonora, prepare your Hand and Heart, 

Leo. They both are ready, Sir; and in giving me 
the Man I love, you charge me with a Debt of Grati- 
tude can] never be repay > 

Don G42. | Kneelinz.} Upon my Knees, I thank the 
beſt of Men, for bluling me with ell that's bleſt mM 


Woman. 
Jab. How well that kind, that gentle Look * 


comes him 
Jacin. Now, methinks, he Jooks like. an old Rope 4 
J don't like his Looks. IAI. 


1 


Enter wi 1 g 


Lep. To all whom it may concern, greeting, Don 
Pedro Oſorio, acknowledging himſelf molt . of 
the Honour intended him, in the Perſon of the fair 
Leonora, addreſſes himſelf, by me, his ſmall Ambaſ- 
ſador, to the Generoſity of Don Feb, for leave to 
walk in and take Poſſeſſion. 

Don Fel. I had- already given Order for his Entrance. 

Don Gus. What is't I hear ? | 

Leo. Support me. Sas 

Jab. She faints. a 

Don Guz. Look; Tyrant, 10 and, if thou eafl'ſt, 
be cruel! [Holding ber. 

Don Fel. Bring in Don Pedro. | 


Don Guz, 
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Don Guz. Barbarian! ; 

Jacin. Look up, Madam, for Heaven's ſake ; fince 
you mult marry the Fellow, &'en make the moit on't. 

Leo, Hoh | 
Enter Don Pedro and Don John. 
Jacin. So—— How d'ye do now? Come, chear up. 
See, here he comes. By my Troth, and a pretty turn'd 
Fellow. ¶ Aſde.] He'll ſer all to rights by to-morrow 
Morning, I'll anſwer for him. 

a Don Fl Don Pedro, you are welcome; let me em- 
brace you, 4 

Don Ped. In what Terms, Sir, ſhall I expreſs what 
1 owe you for the Honour you do me? And with what 
Proſpect of Return can Ireceive this ineſtimable Preſent ? 
Your Picture, Madam, made what Impreſſion Art cou'd 
ſtamp, but Nature has done more. What Wounds 
your Sex can give, or ours receive, | feel... 

Don Fel. Come, Son, (for I'm in haſte to call you ſo) 
gut what's this I ſce ? 4/warada here! Whence, 
Sir, this Inſolence; to come within my Doors, after you 
know what has paſt ? Who brought you here! 

Don Ped. 'Twas I, Sir. 

Don Fel. But do you know that he 

Don Ped. Sir, he's the belt of my Friends, 

Don Fel. But do you know, I {ay, that he wou'd 

Don Ped. Hinder this Marriage, tis true. 

Don Fel. Yes, becauſe he delign'd —— 

Don Ped. | know his Deiign, Sir; *tis to hinder al 
his Friends from matrying. Pray forgive him. | 

Don Fel. Then to prevent for ever his Deſigns, here, 
come hither, Lernoru, and give Don Pedro your Hand. 

Don John. Keep down, my kindling Jealouſy : I've 
ſomething tortures me I never felt but now. 22 

Don Pez. [to Leo.] Why this Backwardneſs, Madam? 
Where a Father chooſes, a Daughter may with Modeſty 
approve. Pray, give me your Hand. 

Don Guz. I cannot ſet it. +, [Furning from em. 

Don Fel. [zo Leo. aſide.] Are you diſtracted? Will you 
let him know your Folly ? Give him your Hand, for 
Shame, 1 

£0» 
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Leo, Hoh ! Don Guzman, I am yours. 
[ Szghing, and giving carelefly her Hand. 
Don Guz. Madam : MTS Turning. 
Don Fel. What a fatal Slip! [Afde. 
Leo. Twas not to you I ſpoke, Sir, 
Don Ped. But him it was ſhe nam'd, and thought on 
too, I fear. I'm much alarm'd. 
Don Fel. [to Leo.] Repaic what you have done, and 
look more chearful on him, 
Leo. Repair what you have done, and kill me, 
Don Fe . Fool. 
Leo. Tyrant. 
c A very hum- drum Marriage this. [Afede, 
| on GA. Pray, Sifter, let's retire ; for I can bear this 
Sight no . 
Jab. My Dear, farewel; I pity you, indeed, 
eo, I am indeed an Object of your vs 
a [Exit Don Guz. and Iſab. 
Don Fel. Come, Daughter, come, my Son, let's to the 
Church, and tie this happy K not. 
Don Ped. PH wait upon you, Sir, 
So | Exit Don Fel. leading Leo. 
Don John. I love her, and I'll love her ſtill. Fate do 
thy worſt, Pl] on. _ F/77 
Ped. To name another Man, in giving me her 
and ! 
Don Jobn. [a/fide.] How am I rackt and torn with 


- Jealouſy ? 
Don Ped. *Tis doubtleſs ſo, Don Guzman has her 
Heart. |  [Afaae. 


Don John. [afide.] The Bridegroom's thoughtful. The 
Lady's Trip has furniſh'd him with ſome Matrimonial 
Reflections: They'll agree with him at this 1 ime perhaps, 
better than my Company. I'll leave him. Don Pearo, 
adieu, we ſhall meet again at Night. e 

Don Ped. Pray ſtay: I have need of a Friend's Counſel. 

Don Jabn. What, already! ie 

Don Ped. Already. 

Don John. That's to ſay, you have already enough 
of Matrimony. e 
a Don Ped, 
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Don Ped. I ſcarce know what I have, nor am I ſure 
of what I am, 


Enter Lopez. 


Leb. An't pleaſe your Honour, yonder's your Man 
Bertrand juſt arriv'd ; his Horſe and he are 1o tired of 
one another, that they both came down upon the Pave- 
ment at the Stable- Door. : 

Don Ped. [ro Den John.] He brings News from my 
Father. 

Lop. I believe he does, and haſty News too; but if 
you ſtay till he brings it hither, I believe it will come bur 
ſlowly. But here's his Packet; I ſuppoſe that will do 
as well as his Company, [ Gives a Letter, 

Don Ped. [ Reads to himſelf.] My dear Friend, here's 
ill News. 

Don John. What's the Matter? 

Don Ped. My poor old Father's dying. 

Don Jobn. I'm mighty ſorry for't; 'tis a weighty 
Stroke I muſt confeſs; the Burden of his Eſtate will al- 
moſt bear you down, But we mult ſubmit to Heaven's 
good Will, 

Don Ped. You talk, Alvarada, like a perfect Stran- 
er to that Tenderneſs methinks every Son ſhou'd feel 
for a Father: For my part, I've receiv'd ſuch re- 
peated Proofs of an uncommon Affection from mine, that 
the Loſs of a Miſtreſs could ſcarce touch me nearer. 
- You'll believe me, when you ſee me leave Leonora a Vir 

gin, till I have ſeen the good old Man, | 


Don John, That will be a Proof, indeed; Heaven's. 


Bleſſing muſt needs fall upon ſo dutiful a Son; but I 
don't know how its Judgments may deal with ſo indiffe- 
"rent a Lover, | 

Don Ped. O! I ſhall have Time enough to repair this 


ſeeming ſmall Neglect: But before I go, pray a Word 


or two with you alone. Lopez, wait without. [Exit Lop. ] 
You ſee, my deareſt Friend, I am engag'd with Leonora; 
perhaps I have done wrong; but tis gone too far, to 

talk or think of a Retreat; I ſhall go directly from this 


Place to the Altar, and there ſeal the eternal * 
\ at 
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That done, I'Il take Poſt to fee my Father, if I'can, be- 


fore he dies. I leave then here a young and beauteous 


Bride ; but that which touches every String of Thought, 
I fear, I leave her withing I were Guzman, If it be ſo, 
no doubt he knowsit well; and he that knows he's lov'd 
by Leonora, can let no fair Occaſion paſs to gain her 
my Abſence is his Friend, but you ate mine, and ſo the 
Danger's balanc'd. Into your Hands, my Dear, my 
faithful Alvarada, [Embracing him. ] 1 put my Honour, 
I put my Life; for both depend on Leonora's Truth. 
Obſerve her Lover, and neglect not her. You are 
wiſe,” you are active, you are brave and true, You have 
all the Qualities that Man ſhou'd have for fuch a Truſt; 
and 1 by conſequence have all the Aſſurance Man can 
have, you'll, as you ought, diſcharge it. | 
Don John. A very hopeful Buſiuets you wou'd have 
me undertake, keep a Woman honeÞ. ! ' Sdeath, TU as 
ſoon undertake to keep Portocarero honeſt. Lock you, 
we are Friends, iatimate Friends; you muſt not be angr 
if I talk freely. Women are naturally bent to Miſchief, 
and their Actions run in one continued Torrent till 
they die. But the leſs a Torrent's check'd, the leſs Miſ- 
chlef it does; let it alone, perhaps twill only kiſs the 
Banks and paſs; but ſtop it, tis inſatiable. f 
Don Pad. I wou'd not ſtop it; but cou'd J gently 


turn its Courſe where it might run, and vet itſeif with 


Innocence, I wWou'd. Leonora of herſelf is virtuous; 


ker Birch, Religion, Modeſty and Senſe, will guide ber 


Wiſhes where chey ought to point. But yet, let Guards 


-bewhar they will, that Place is fafeſt that is ne'er at- 


tack'd. BY [23 81 
Don John. As far as U can ſerve you, in hind'ring 

Guzman's Approaches, you may command me. * 
Don Ped. That's all J afk. | 

Don John. Then all you afk is granted. 

of Pon 6H. Jam at eaſe, farewell. 

Don Job: Heaven bring you ſafe to us again. 
097 9700 289” 142 7 [e, Don Ped. 


Don 
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Dan John ſolus. 


Ves, I ſhall obſerve her, doubt it not. Fwiſh no body 
may obſerve me, for I find Fm no more Maſter of my- 
ſelf. Don Gazmar's Paſſion for her adds to mine; but 
when I think on what Don Pedro will reap, Pm Fire and 
Flame. Something muſt be done: What, let Love di- 
rect, for I have nothing elſe to guide me. . 


Enter Lopez. 3 


Lop. Caſide.] Don Pedro is mounting ſor his Journey, 
and leaves a young, warm, liquoriſh\ Huſſy with a watry 
Mouth, behind him — Hum — If ſhe falls handſome. 
ly in my Maſter's Way, let her look to her hiſt 
there he is. Doing what? Thinking? That's new. And 
if any Good comes on't, that will be newer ſlill. 

Don John. [aſide.] Ho-)! Abuſe the Truſt a Friend 
repoſes in me? And while he thinks me waking for 
his Peace, employ the firetch of Thought to make him 
wretched *r # f 

Lop. Not to interrupt your pious Meditations, Sir, 
pray have you ſeen———Scen what, Fool? Why he can't 
lee thee, I'gad, I believe the little blind Baſtard has 
whipt him through the Heart in earneſt, 

n John. [aſide.] Pedro wou'd never have done this 
by me How do I know that? —— Why he 
ſwore he was my Friend——— Well; and I ſwore [ 
was his Why then if I find I can break my Oath, 
why ſhould not I conclude he will do as much by his ? 

Lop. [afide.] His Countenance begins to clear up: I 
ſuppoſe Things may be drawing to a Concluſion. 

Don John. e/ide.] Ay, 'tis juſt fo: And I don't be- 
lieve he wou'd have debated the Matter half fo long as I 
have done: I'gad I think I have put myſelf to a great 
Expence of Morality about it. I'm ſure, at leaſt, my 
Stocks out, But I have a Fund of Love, I hope may 
laſt a little longer. O, are you there, Sir! [Seeing Lop. 

Lop. I think ſo, Sir; 1 won't be poſ tive in anything. 

Don Fehr, Follow me: I have ſom? Buſineſs to em- 
ploy you in, you'll like, [ Exit Don * 

of. 
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Lep. I won't be poſitive in that neither, I gueſs what 
you are going about— There's Roguery a- foot: This 
is at Leonora, who I know hates him ;. nothing under a 
Rape will do't——He'll be hang*”d— And then, what 
becomes of thee, my little Lopez? ——— Why, the Ho- 
nour to a dingle dangle by him. Which he'll have 
the Good-nature to be mighty ſorry for, But I may 
chance to be beforehand wit him : If we are not taken 
in the Fact, they'll perhaps do him the Honour to ſet 
a Reward upon his Head. Which if they do, Don, 1 
ſhall go near to follow your moral Example, ſecure my 
Pardon, make my Fortune, and hang you up for the 
Good of your Country. [ Exit, 


AT WW W b W b b S W W 


„ 
S CE NE, Don Felix', Houſe, . 


Enter Don Felix, Don Pedro, Leonora, and Jacinta, 


Don Fel. O W, Son! oblig'd to leave us immedi. 
ately, ſay you ? 1 

Don Ped. My ill Fortune, Sir, will have it ſo. 
Leo. [afide.] What can this be? 


Don Fel. Pray, what's the Matter? Vou ſurpriſe me. 

Don Ped. This Letter, Sir, will inform you. 

Don Fel. ¶ Reads. ] My dear Son, Bertrand has brough: 
me the welcome News of your Return, and has given me 
your Letter; which has in ſome Sort reviv'd my Spirits in 
the Extremity I am in, I daily expect my Exit frem this 

World. *Tis now fix Years fince ] have ſeen you; I ſhou'd 
be glad to do it once again before I die: If you will give 
me that Satisfaction, you muſt be ſpeedy, Heaven — 


you. 5 
[To Den Fed.] Tis enough: The Occaſion I'm ſorry 
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for, but fince the Ties of Blood and Gratitude oblige 


you, far be it from me to hinder you, Farewel, my Son, 
may you have a happy Journey ; and if it be Heaven's 
Will, may the ſight of ſo good a Son revive ſo kind a 
Father. I leave you to bid your Wife adieu. 
ä [ Exit Don Fel. 
Don Ped. I muſt leave you, my lovely Bride ; but 
*tis with bitter Pangs of Separation. Had I your Heart 
to chear me on my Way, I might with ſuch a Cordial 


run my. Courſe : But that Support you want the Power 
to give me, 


eo. Who tells you ſo? | 
Don Ped. My Eyes and Ears, and all the Pains I bear, 

Leo. When Eyes and Ears are much indulg'd, like 
favourite Servants they are apt to abuſe the too much 
Truſt their Maſter places in 'em. + 

Don Ped. If I'm abus'd, aſſiſt me with ſome fair. In- 
terpretation of all that preſent Trouble and Diſquiet, 
which is nor in my Power to overlook, nor yours to hide. 

Leo. You might methinks have ſpar'd my Modeſty ; 
and without forcing me to name your Abſence, have laid 
my Trouble there, 

Don Ped. No, no, my Fair Deluder, that's 2 Veil too 
thin to cover what's ſo hard to hide; my Preſence not 
my Abſence is the Cauſe. Your cold Reception at my 
firſt Approach, prepar'd me for the Stroke; and *twas 
not long before your Mouth confirm'd my Doom: Don 
" Guzman, I am yours. | 

Leo. Is't then poſſible the Mouth ſhou'd utter one 
Name for another ? | 

Don Ped. Not at all, when it follows the Dictates of 
the Heart. | 

Leo. Were it even ſo, what Wrong is from that 
Heart receiv'd, where Duty and where Virtue are its 
Rulers ? 

Don ed, Where they preſide, our Honour may be 
fafe, yet our Minds be on the Rack. | 

Leo. This Diſcourſe will ſcarce produce a Remedy ; 
 we'llendit, therefore, if you pleaſe, and leave the reſt to 
Time: Beſides, the Occaſion of your Journey preſſes you. 


Don. Ped. 
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Don Ped, The Occaſion of my Delay prefles you, 1 
fear, much more; you cognt the tedious Minutes I am 
with you, and are reduc'd to mind me of my Duty, to 
free yourſelf from my Sight, NP 
Leo. You urge this thing too far, and do me wrong. 
Phe Sentiments I have for you are much more favour- 
able than your Jealouſy ſuffers em to appear, - But if 
my Heart has ſeem'd to lean another way, before you 
hada Title to it, you ought not to conclude I ſhall ſuffer 
it to do ſo long. Bees 
Don Ped, 1 know you have Virtue, Gratitude and 
Truth; and therefore 'tis L love you, to my Ruin. 
Cou'd I believe you falſe, Contempt would ſoon, releaſe 
me from my Chains, which yet I can't but wiſh to wear 
for ever: therefore indulge at leaſt your Pity to your 
Slave; *tis the ſoft Path in which we tread to Love. 
I leave behind a tortur'd Heart to moye you: -4 


Weigh well its Pains, think on its Paſſion too, 
Remember all its Torments ſpring from you ; 
And if you cannot love, at leaſt be true, 
| [ Exit. Dan Pedro. 
Facin. Now by my troth, Madam, I'm ready to cr. 
He's a pretty Fellow, and deſerves. better. Luck. 
Les. I own he does: And his Behaviour wou'd en- 
gage any thing that were unengag'd. But, alas! Lwaut 
his Pity more than he does mine. 4 | 
Jacin. You do! Now Pm of another Mind; The Mo- 
ment he ſces your Picture, he's in love with you; the 
Moment he's in love with you, he imbarks. ; and, like 
Lightning, in a Moment more he's here: Where you 
are pleas'd to receive him with a Don Guzman, I am 
yours, Ah——poor Man! — a; 
Leo. 1 own, Facinta, he's unfortunate, but ſtill I ſay 
my Fate is harder yet. The irreſiſtible Paſſion I have 
for Guzman, renders Don Pedro, with all his Merit, odi- 
ous to me; yet I muſt in his favour, make eternal War 
againſt the Strength of Inclination and the Man I love. 
Fac. [aide] Um — If I were in her Caſe, I cou'd 
find an Expedient for all this Matter. But ſhe makes ſuch 
2 Buſtle with her Virtue, I dare not propoſe it to her. 


Les. 
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Leo. Beſides, Don Pedro poſſeſſes what he loves, but I, 
muſt never think on poor Don Guzman more. | Weeping, 

Fac. Poor Don Guzman, indeed! We han't ſaid a 
Word of the Pickle he's in yet. Hark! ſomebody 
knocks at the old Rendezvous. It's he, on my 
Conſcience. | 

Leo. Let's be gone; I muſt think of him no more. 

Fac, Yes, let's be gone; but let's know whether tis 
he or not, firſt, 

Leo, No, Jacinta; I mult not ſpeak with him any 
more. [Sighing.] Fm married to another. | 

Fac. Married to another! Well, married to another; 
why, if one were married to twenty others, one may 
give a civil Gentleman an Anſwer. 14 

Leo. Alas l. what would'ſt thou have me to ſay to him? 

Zac. Say to him! Why, one may find twenty Things 
to ſay to a Man: Say, that *tis true you are married to 
another, and that *twould be a—Sin to think of any 
Body but your Hufband ; and that you are of a ti- 
morous Nature, and afraid of being damn'd ; and that 
2 ——- og wou'd not have him die neither: That a 
———= Folks are mortal, and Things ſometimes come 
ſtrangely about, and a Widow's a Widow, and 

Leo. Peace, Levity [Sighing.] But fee who 'tis 
knocks. | 

Fac. Who's there ? 

Ja. [ Behind the Scenes.) Tis I, 1/abella. 

Leo. a" ! What do you want, my Dear? 

Za. Your Succour, for Heaven's ſake, Leonora. My 
Brother will deſtroy himſelf, 

Leo. Alas I it is not in my power to ſave him. 

r him but to ſpeak to you; that poſſibly 
ma . 

tos Why have not I the Force to refuſe him ? 

Don Gus. [Behind the Scenes.) Is it you I hear, my 
poor loſt Miſtreſs? Am I ſo happy, once more to meet 
you, where I ſo often have been bleſt ! 

7 Courage, Madam, ſay a little ſomething to him. 

Mn Guz, Not one kind Word to a diſtracted Lover ? 
No Pity for a Wretch, you have made ſo miſerable ? 


Vor. J. Q Les. 
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Leo. The only Way to.end that Miſery, is to forget 
weever thought of Happineſs ! 


Don Guz. And is that in your Power? Ah, Leonera, 
you ne'er lov'd like me. | 

Leo. How I have 'lov'd, to Heaven I appeal! But 
Heaven does now permit that Love no more. 

Don Guz. Why does it then permit .us Life and 
Thought? Are we deceiv'd in its Omnipotence ? Is it 
reduc'd to find its Pleaſures in its Creatures Pain? 

Leo. In what, or where, the Joys of Heaven con- 
ſiſt, lies deeper than a Woman's Line can fathom ; but 
this we know, a Wife muſt in her Huſband ſeek for 
hers, and, therefore, I muſt think of you no more. 
Farewell. [Exit Leo. 

Don Guz. Yet hear me, cruel Leonora. | 

Fac. It muſt be another Time, then, for ſhe's whipt 
off now. All the Comfort I can give you, is, that-I 
ſee ſhe durſt not truſt herſelf any longer in your Com- 
pany. ' But huſh, I hear a Noiſe, get you gone; we 
ſhall be catch'd. | 

Leo, [ uithia.] Fatinta ! 

_ Jac. I come, I come, Madam, [Exit Jac, 


Enter Lopez. 


: Lop. If I miſtake not, there are a Brace of Lovers in- 
tend to take ſome Pains about Madam, in her Huſband's 
Abſence. Poor Don Pedro“ Well; methinks a Man's 

in a very merry Mood, that marries a handſome Wife : 
When I diſpoſe of my Perſon, it ſhall be to an ugly 
one. They take it ſo kindly, and are ſo full of Acknow- 
ledgment ; watch you, wait upon you, nurſe you, hu- 
mour you, are ſo fond, and fo chaſte. Or, if the Huſſy 
has Preſumption enough to think of being otherwiſe , 

away with her into the Mountains, fifty Leagues off; no 
Body oppoſes. If ſhe's mutinous, give her Piktipline ; 


every Body approves on't. Hang her, ſays one, he's 
kinder than ſhe deſerves : Damn her, ſays another, 
why does not he ſtarve her? But, if ſhe's handſome, - 
Ah, the Brute, cries one: Ah the Turk, cries t'other : 

Why don't ſhe cuckold him, ſays this Fellow? Hay 
| | | oes 
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does not ſhe poiſon him, ſays that? and away comes a 
Pacquet of Epiſtles, to adviſe her tot. Ah poor Don 
Pedro! But enough: *Tis now Night, all's huſh and 
{till : every Body's a-bed, and what am I to do? Why, 
as other truſty Domeſticks, fit up to let the Thief in. 
But I ſuppoſe he won't be here yet; with the help of a 
{mall Nap beforehand, I ſhall be in a better Condition 
to perform the Duty of a Centinel, when I go to my 
Poſt. This Corner will juſt fit me: Come, Lopez, he 
thee down, ſhort Prayers, and to ſleep. [He lies down, 


Enter Jacinta with a Candle in ber Hand. 


Fac. So, I have put my poor Lady to Bed, with no- 
thing but Sobs, Tears, Sighs, Wiſhes, and a Pillow to 
mumble, inſtead of a Bridegroom, poor Heart. 
I pity her; but every Body has their Afflictions, and 
by the Beads of my Grandmother, I have mine. Tell 
me, kind Gentlemen, if I have not ſomething to ex- 
cite you? Methinks I have a rogueiſh Eye, I'm ſure 1 
have a melting Heart. I'm ſoft, and warm, and ſound, 
may it pleaſe ye, Whence comes . it then, this Raſcal ' 
Lopez, who now has been two Hours in the Family, has 
not yet thought it worth his while, to make one Motion 
towards me? Not that the Blockhead's Charms have 
moved me, but I'm angry mine han't been able to 
move him. I doubt, I mutt begin with the Lubber ; 
my Reputation's at ſtake upon't, and I muſt rouze the 
Drone, ſome-how. 

! Lopez rubbing his Eyes, and coming on. | 

Leþ.: What a damn'd Condition is that of a Valet! 
No ſooner do I, in comfortable Slumber, cloſe my 
Eyes, but methinks my Maſter's upon me, with fifty 
Slaps o' th' Back, for making him wait in the Street. 
I have his Orders to let him in here to-night, and fo I 
had een Who's that ?— Jacinta {——— Yes, a- ca- 
terwauling !—like enough. 1 37 

Fac. The Fellow's there; I had beſt not loſe the 
Occaſion. - | | 

Top. The Slut's handſome. I begin to kindle : But 
if my maſter ſhou'd be at the Door— Why there & 
him be, till the Matter's over, [ Aide. 


Q 2 | Jace 
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3 | 
Fac. Shall Ladvance? Ea. 
Lop. Shall I venture? Hat. 
Fac. How ſevere a Look he has! [A/ede. 
Lop. She ſeems very reſerv'd. [ A/ede. 


c. If he ſhouꝰd put the Negative upon me. [ {/e. 
3 She ſeems a Woman o nn 
tremble. : 55 
Fac. Hang it, I muſt venture, Afede. 
Lop. Faint Heart never won fair Lady, [ Afae, 
Jac. Lopes . 
Loop. Tacinta ! 
Fac. O dear Heart! Is't you? 
Lip. Charming Facinta, fear me not, 
Fac. O ho! he begins to talk foft———then let us 
take upon us again. [ L/ide, 
Lop. Cruel Facinta, whoſe Mouth (ſmall as it is) has 
made but one Morſel of my Heart. 
Fac. It's well he prevents me. I was going to leap 
about the Raſcal's Neck. [ Afrde,, 
Lop. Barbare Jacinta, caft your Eyes 
On your poor Lopez, ere he dies. 
Jace Poetry too ! Nay, then I have done his Bufi- 
ueſs. | [4fiae. 
Lop. Feel how I burn with hot deſire, 
Ah! pity me, and quench my Fire. 
Deaf, my fair Tyrant, deaf to my Woes ! 
Nay, then, Barbarian, in it goes. [Drawing a Knife, 
ac. Why, how now, Jack Sauce ? why, how now, 
Preſumption ? What Encouragement have I given you, 
Jack-a-lent, to attack me with your Tenders ? I cou'd 
tear your Eyes out, Sirrah, for thinking I'm ſuch a 
one. What Indecency have you ſeep in my Behaviour, 
Impudence, that you ſhou'd think me for your beaſtly 


Turn, you Goat, you? 
Lop. Patience, my much offended Goddeſs, tis ho- 


nourably I wou'd ſhare your Bed. | 
Fac. Peace, I ſay—Mr. Liguoriſp. I, for whom the 
moſt ſucceſsful Cavaliers employ. their Sighs in vain, 


ſhall I look down upon a crawling Worm ? 8 
| a: 
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that Crop Ear there, that Vermin that wants te eat at 
a Table, would ſet his Maſter's Mouth a-watering. 
Lop. May I preſume-to-make an humble Meal upon 
what ſavoury Remnants he may leave ? 
Fac, No. | | 
Lep. *Tis hard ! *tis wondrous hard! 
Zac. Leave me. 
Lop. Tis pitifal, tis wondrous pitiful ! 
Jac. Begone, I ſay. 
Thus, Ladies tis, perhaps, ſometimes with you; 
With Scorn you fly the Thing, which you purſue, 
[ Exit Jac. 
Lep. | Selxs.] *Tis very well, Mrs. Flipflap, tis very 
well; but do you hear — Tawdry, you are not ſo 
alluring as you think you are Comb- bruſh, nor I 
ſo much in love=—yoar Maidenhead may chance to 
2 mouldy with your Airs the Pox be your Bedſel- 
ow ; there's that for you. Come, let's think no more 
on't. Sailors maſt meet with Storms; my Maſter's 
going to Sea, too. He may chance to fare no better 
with the Lady, than I have done with her Abigail: 
There may be foul Weather there, too. I reckon, at 
preſent, he may be lying by under a Mizen, at the 
Street-Door ; I think it rains too, for his Comfort. 
What if I ſhona'd leave him there an Hour or two, in 
freſco, and try to work off the Amour that Way? No; 
People will be phyſick'd their own Way. But, per- 
haps, I might ſave his Life by't——yes, and have 
my Bones broke, for being - ſo officious ; therefore, if 
you are at the Door, Don John, walk in, and take 
your Fortune, Opens the Door. 
= Enter Don John. | W 
Don John, Hiſt ! hiſt ! 
Lop. Hiſt ! hiſt! 
Don John. Lopes / 
Lop. [Afide.} The Devil-—Tread ſoftly, 
Don Fohn. Are they all aſleep ? 
Lp. Dead. 
Don John. Enough; ſhut the Door. 


Lap. "Tis done. 
Q 3 Don 
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Don Joba. Now, begone. 
Lop. What! Shut the Door firſt, and then begone ! 
Now, methinks, I might as well have gone firſt, and 
then ſhut the Dor. | | | 

Don John. I bid you begone, you Dog, you, do you 
find the way | 

Lop. [| Aide.) Stark mad, and always ſo when a Wo- 
man's in chace. But, Sir, will you keep your chief 
Miniſter out of the Secrets of your State? Pray, let me 

know what this Night's Work is to be. 

Don Fehr. No Queſtions, but march. TIT 

175 [ Lop. goes to the Door, and returns, 
Top. Very well x k AP | 
But, Sir, ſhall I ſtay for you in the Street? 

Don F+«hn. No, nor ſtir out of the Houſe. 

Lop. So: well, Sir, I'll do juſt as you have order'd 
me; I'll be gone, and Pll ſtay; and ll march, and 
1 won't ſtir, and juſt as you ſay, Sir. 

Don John. I ſee you are afraid, you Raſcal, you. 

Lop. Poſſibly. | | 

Don John, Well, be it ſo; but you ſhan't leave the 
Houſe, Sir; therefore, begone to your Hog-ſtye, and 
wait further Orders. 90 
Top. [Aſide.] But, firſt, I'll know how you intend to 

diſpoſe of yourſelf. [Lop. hides behind the Door. 


Don John /olus. 


Don John. All's huſh and ſtill; and JI am at the 
Point of being a happy —— Villain. That Thought 
comes uninvited— Then, like an uninvited Gueſt, 
let it be treated: Begone, Intruder. Leonor 2's Charms 
turn Vice to Virtue, Treaſon into Truth; Nature, 
who has made her the ſupreme Object of our Deſires, 
mult needs have deſigned her the Regulator of our 
Morals, Whatever points at her, is pointed right. 
We are all her due, Mankind's the Dower which Hea- 
ven has ſettled on her; and he's the Villain that would 
rob her of her Tribute. I, therefore, as in Duty 
bound, will in, and pay her mine. 

Lop. [Afide.) There he goes, i'faith ; he ſeem'd as 


if 
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if he had a Qualm juſt now; but he never goes with- 
out a Dram of Conſcience-Water about him, to ſet 
Matters right again. | 

Don John. [ Aſide.] This is her Door, tis lock'd; but 
I have a Smith about me will make her Staple fly. 

[ Pulls out ſome Irons, and forces the Lock. 

-Lop. | Aide.) Hark! hark! if he is not equipt for a 
Houſebreaker, oo. Very well, he has provided two 

Strings to his Bow; if he 'ſcapes the Rape, he may be 
hang'd upon the Burglary, 

Don John. [ Aide.) There, 'tis done, ſo: NoWatch- 
Light burning? [ Peeping into her Chamber.] All in 
darkneſs ? So much the better, *twill ſave a great deal 
of bluſhing on both Sides. Methinks I feel myſelf 
mighty modeſt, I tremble too; that's not proper at 
this Time, Be firm, my Courage, I have Buſineſs for 
thee—So—liow am | now? Fretty well, Then by 
your Leave, Don Pedro, I muſt ſupply your Neglect. 
You ſhould not have married till you were ready for 
Conſummation ; a Maidenhead ought no more to lie G 
upon a handſome Bride, than an impeachment upon | 
an innocent Miniſter, . (Don John enters the Chamber. ' 

Lep. [Coming forwards.) Well done, well done; | 
God-a-mercy, my little Judas. Unfortunate Don 
Pedro ! thou haſt left thy Purſe in the Hands of-a 
Robber ; and while thou art galloping to pay the laſt 
Duty to thy Father, he's at leaſt upon the 'I'rot to pay 

the firſt to thy Wife. Ah the Traitor! What a Capi- 
latade of Damnation will there be cook'd up for him! 
But ſoftly: Let's lay our Ear to the Door, and pick up 
ſome Curiofities——l hear no Noiſe There's no 
Light; we ſhall have him blunder where he ſhould not 
do, by and by——commit a Rape upon her Tea- 
Table, perhaps, break all her China, 'and then ſhe'll 
be ſure to hang him, But hark—now I hear——no- 
thing; ſhe does not ſay a Word; ſhe ileeps curioully. 
How if ſhe ſhou'd take it all for a Dream, now? Or 


her Virtue ſhou'd be fillen into an Apoplexy ? Where 
the Pox will all this end ? 


24 Leo, 
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Leo. [Within.]' Tacima ! Beatrix! Fernandes ! 
Murder! Murder! elp'! help! help ! 
Lop. Now the Play begins, it opens finely. 
Tee, [/7ithin.] Father! A/pbonſe ! Save me, O ſave 


Lop. Comedy or Tragedy, for a Ducat ! for fear of 
the latter, decamp Lopez. ' [Exit Lopez, 


S CEN E changes to Leonora's Bed-Chamber ; 
diſcovers Leonora in a Gown, holding Don John 
by the Sleeve. 


Leo, Whoever you are, Villain, you ſhan't eſcape 
me; and tho' your Efforts have been in vain, you 
ſhan*t fail to receive the Recompence of your Attempt : 
Help, ho, help there ! help ! | 

[Dor John break: from her, but can't find the Door. 

Don 7ohr. | 4/ide.) S'death, I ſhall be undone ! 
Where is this damn'd Door ? | 

Leo, Hell get away: a Light there, quickly. 


Enter Den Guzanan awwith bis Sword drawn. 


Don Guz. Where ate you, fair Angel? I come te 
loſe my Life in your Defence. 

Don Jabs. [A4fde,) That's Guzman's Voice? The 
Devil has ſent him: But we are ſtill in the dark; I 
have one Tow yet—Impudence, be my Aid. Light 
there, ho! Where is the Villain that durſt attempt the 
' virtuous Leoperg. | | 

Don Gu. His Life ſhall make her Satisfaction. 
Don Jobn. Or mine ſhall fall in his purſuit. 
Don Gux. Tis by my Hands that ſhe ſhall ſee 
him die. | : 
| 1 Don Job. My Sword ſhall lay him bleeding at her 
Feet. 

Leo. I Afide.] What can this mean? But here's Ligh: 
at laſt, thank the juſt bounteous Heaven. 

Don Johr. Enter with the Light there; but ſecure 
the Do r, leſt the Traitor 'ſcape my Vengeance. 

| | | Enter 


LY 
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Enter Don Pedro, with a Light, he finds Leonora se 
tween them ; Both their Swords drawn. 


Leo. O Heavens ! what is't I fee ? 

Don Jobn. Don Pedro here ; 

Den Ped. What monſtrous Scene is this? [4fde. 

Don Guz. What Accident has brought him here? 

3 A 2 

Don John. Now I'm intrigu'd, indeed. 144. 

4 Den Pedro /teps back and fouts the Door. 
Don Peg. [4fide.] This Myſtery muſt unfold before 
we part, What Torments has my Fate provided me ? 
Is this the Comfort I'm to reap, to dry my Tears, for 
my poor Father's death? [To Leo.] Ah Leonora “ 

Leo. [ Afide.] Alas! where will this end! 

Falling into a Chair, 

Don Ped. [4/ide.) Naked] and thus attended at the 
dead of Night! My Soul is froze at what I ſee, Confu- 
fon fits in all their Faces, and in large Characters I 
read the Ruin of my Honour and my Love. | 

[To the Min.] Speak, Statues, if you yet have Power 
to ſpeak, why at this Lime of Night you are found with 
Loonora ?—— None ſpeak ! Don John, it is from you L 
ought to know. 

Pon * My Silence may inform you. 

Don Ped. Your Silence does inform me of my Shame, 
but 1 muſt have ſome Information more; explain the 
whole. | ES ep 
Dou. Jahn. I ſhall. Vou remember, Don Pedro —— 
Don. Ped. Be quick. | RY 

Don Jeb. You remember you charged me before 
YOU wen 

Don Ped. I remember well; go on. 

Don John. With the Care of your Honour. 

Don Ped. 1 did ; diſpatch, | 

Don John. Very well; you ſee Don Guzman in this 
Apartment, you ſee your Wife naked, and you ſee me, 
my Sword in my Hand ;=that's all. 
| , Dan Ped. [Drawing upen Don Guz, ] Tis here, then, 

am to reven Wrongs. f 


346 The Fats xz Friend. 


Don Guts Hold. * | | 
Don Ped. Villain, defend thyſelf. 

Leo, O Heaven! 

Don Guz. Yet hear me. 

Don Ped. What canſt thou ſay? | 

Don Gaz. The Truth, as holy Heaven itſelf is 
Truth! Theard the Shrieks and Cries of Leonora; what 
the Occaſion was I knew not; but ſhe repeated them 
with ſo much Vehemence, I found, whatever her Diſ- 
treſs might be, her Succour muſt be ſudden ; fo leapt 
the Wall that parts our Houſes, and flew to her Aſ- 
ſiſtance. Don John can, if he pleaſe, inform you more, 

Don Ped. [ 4/ide.] Mankind's a Villain, and this 
may be true; yet tis too monſtrons for a quick Con- 
ception. I ſhou'd be cautious how I wrong Don John. 
Sure *tis not right to balance. I yet have but their 
Words againſt their Words; I know Don John for my 
Friend, and Guzman for my Rival, What can be clearer? 
Yet hold ! If Leonora's innocent, ſhe may untangle all. 
Madam, I ſhou'd be glad to know (if I have ſo much 
Intereſt left) which Way your Evidence will point my 
Sword. 6+) 
Teo. My Lord, I'm in the ſame Perplexity with you: 
All I can ſay is this; one of them came to force me, 
t'other to ſave me : but the Night confounding the 
Villainy of the Guilty with the Generoſity of the Inno- 
cent, 1 ſtill am ignorant to which I owe my Gratitude, 
or my Reſentment. ©: 

Don Cuz. But, Madam, did you not hear me cry, 
I came to help you ? 4s 
- Leo, Ion it. 

Don Jabn. And did you not hear me threaten to de- 
ſtroy the Author of your Fears? 

Leo. J can't deny it. 

Don G22. What can there be more to clear me? 

Don John. Or me ? | | 
Don Ped. Vet one's a Villain flill, 
[Aſde.] My Confuſion but increaſes ; yet why con- 
fus'd ?- It is, it mult be Cuaman. But how came Don 
John here? Right, Guzman has ſaid how he came to 
8 5 her 
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her Aid, but Alvarada cou'd not enter but by Trea- 
ſon. Then periſh 

Don Guz. Who? 
Don Fobn, Who? 
Don Ped. Juſt Gods, inſtruct me who! 

Don Felix knocks. | 

Don Fel. [ Niibin.] It me in, open the Door, 

Leo. Tis my Father, 

Don Ped. No Matter; keep the Door faſt; 
[A/fde.] I'll have this Matter go no further, till I can 
reach the Depth on't, Don Guzman, leave the _ z* 
I muſt ſuſpend my Vengeance for a Time. 

Don Guz. J obey you; but VII loſe my Lis or 
thew my Innocence. [ Exit Don Guz. 

Don Fel. ¶ Mitbin.] Open the Door; why am ] kept: 
out ;? 

Don Ped. Don John, follow me by this back Way: 
And you, Leonora, retire. [ Exit Leonora. 

Don John. | Afide, following Don Ped.] If Don Guz- 
man's Throat were cut, would not this Buſtle end ?—- 
Yes—— Why then, if his Throat be not cut, may this: 
Buſtle end me! 


„ 1 IV. 
S CE N E, Don Guzman's Houſe. 


Enter Don Guzman, and Galindo. 


Don Gaz.  4linds / 
[Mufeng. Gal. Sir. 

Don Gus. Try if you can ſee Jacinta, let her pri- 
vately know I wou'd fain ſpeak with her. 

Cal. It ſhall be done, Sir. [Exit Gal. 

Don Guzman /elus; 

Sure Villainy and Impudence were never on the- 
Stretch before! This Traitor. has racked. them . 

31 ey 
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they crack. To what a Plunge the Villain's Tur has 
brought me. Pedro's Reſentment muſt at laſt be point- 
ed here: But that's a Trifle; had he not ruin'd me 
with Leonora, I eaſily had paſs'd him by the reft.—— 
What's to be done. ? Which Way ſhall I convince her 
of my Innocence ? The Blood of him who has dar'd 
declare me Guilty, may ſatisfy my Vengeance, but not 
awd my Love, No; I'm loft with her for ever — 
| Enter Jacinta, 

Speak; is't nat ſo, Jacinta? Am I not ruin'd with 
the virtuous Leonara f 

Jacin. One of you, I ſuppoſe, is, 

Don Gu. Which doſt thou think? 

Jaciu. Why he that came to ſpoil all; who ſhou'd 
it be ? 

Don Gaz. Pr'ythee be ſerious with me if thou can'ſt, 
for one fmall Moment, and adviſe me which Way I 
ſhall take to convince her of my Innocence, that it was 
I that came to do her Service, | 

Jacin. Why, you both came to do her Service, did 
not you ? $5 | 

Don Gz. Still trifling. 

Jacin. No, by my Troth, not I. 

Don Gaz, Then turn thy Thoughts to eaſe me in 
my Torment, and be my faithful Witneſs to her, that 
Heaven and Hell and all their Wrath [ imprecate, if 
ever once I knew one 1 that durſt pro- 
poſe to me ſo impious an Attempt. No, Jaciata, I 
love her well ; but love with that Humility, whatever 
Miſery I feel, my Torture ne'er ſhall urge me on to 
ſeize more than her Bounty gives me leave to take. 

acin. And the Murrain take ſuch a Lover, and his 
Humility both, ſay I. Why, ſure, Sir, you are n 
in earneſt in this Story; are you? | 

Don Cuz. Why doſt thou queſtion it? 

Jacin. Becauſe I really and ſeriouſly thought you in- 
nocent. | 

Don Gg. Innocent! What doſt thou mean? 

acin. Mean! Why, waat ſhou'd I mean? I mean 


that 1 concluded you lov'd my Lady to that Degree, 


you 
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you cou'd not live without her ; And that the Thought 
of her being given up to another, made your Paſſion 
flame out like Mount Etna: That upon this your 
Love got the Bridle in his 'Teeth, and ran away with 
you into her Chamber, where that impertinent Spy 
upon her and you, Don John, follow'd, and prevented 
farther Proofs of your Affection. 

Don G. Why, ſure 

Jacin. Why, ſure, thus I thought it was, and thus 
ſhe thinks it is. If you have a Mind in the Depth of 
your Diſcretion, to convince her of your Innocence. 
May your Innocence be your Reward! I'm ſure were I 
in her Place, you ſhou'd never have any other from me. 
Don Gaz, Was there then no Merit in flying to her 
Aſſiſtance when J heard her Cries ? 
Jari. As much as the Conſtable and the Watch 
might have pretended to ſomething to drink. 

on Guz. This is all Raillery ; 'tis impoſüble ſhe 

ean be pleas'd with ſuch an Attempt. 

FJacin. Tis impoſſible the can be pleas'd with being 
reduc'd to make the Attempt upon you. 


Don Guz. But was this a proper Way to fave her 


Bluſhes ? 
acin. *Twas in the dark; that's one Way. 
on Gaz. But it muſt look like downright Violation, 
acin. If it did not feel like it, what did that ſig- 
nify? Come, Sir, Waggery apart: You know Im 
your Servant; I have given you Proofs ont. There- 
fore, don't diſtruſt me now, if I tell you, this Quarrel 
may be made up with the Wife, tho' perhaps not with 
the Huſband. In ſhort, ſhe thinks you were firſt in her 
Chamber, and has not the worſe Opinion of you for 
it; ſhe makes Allowance for your Sutterings, and has 
ſtill Love enough for you, not to be diſpleas'd with 
the utmoſt — you can give, that you have ſtill a 
warm Remain for her. 
Don Guz. If this be true, and that ſhe thought twas 
me, why did the cry out to expoſe me? 
- -Zacin, Becauſe at this Time ſhe did not think *twas 
you. Will that content you ? And now ſhe does think 
. "was 
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*twas you, your Buſineſs is to let her think ſo on; for, 
in a Word, I can ſee ſhe's concern'd at the Danger ſhe 
has brought you into, and, I believe, wou'd be heartily 
glad to ſee you well out on't. 

Don Gaz.-—Tis impoſſible ſhe can forgive me. 
Jacin. Oons—Now Heaven forgive me, for I had a 
great Oath _ the very Tip of my Tongue ; you'd 
make one mad with your Impoſſibles, and your Inno- 
cence, and your Humilities. Sdeath, Sir, do you think 
a Woman makes no Diſtinction between the Aſſaults of 
a Man ſhe likes and one ſhe don't ? My Lady hates Don 
Jobn, and if ſhe thought *twas he had done this Job, 
ſhe'd hang him for't in her own Garters ; ſhe likes you, 
and if you ſhou'd do ſuch another, you might {till die 
in your Bed like a Biſhop, for her. | 

Don Guz. Well, L'Il diſpute no farther, I put my- 
ſelf into thy Hands. What am TI to do next? 

Jacin. Why, do as ſhe bids you; be in the Way at 
the old Rendezvous, ſhe'll take the firſt Occaſion ſhe 
ean to ſpeak to you; and when you meet, do as I bid 
you, and inſtead. of your Innocent and Humble, be 
Guilty and Reſolute, Your. Miſtreſs is now marry'd, 
Sir; conſider that. She has chang'd her Situation, and. 
ſo muſt you your Battery. Attack a Maid gently, a 
Wife warmly, and be as rugged with a Widow as you 
can. Good bye t' ye, Sir, [ Exeunt ſeveral Mays. 


" _$SCENE, Don Felix's Hoſe, 
Enter Don Pedro ſolus. 


In what Diſtraction have I paſt this Night! Sure I 
ſhall never cloſe my Eyes again! No Rack can equal 
What | feel. Wounded in both my Honour and my 
Love; they have pierc'd me in two tender Parts. Yet 
cou'd I take my juſt Revenge, it wou'd in ſome De- 
gree aſſuage my Smart. O! guide me Heaven to that 
- Cordial-drop Hold! A Glance of Light I think 
begins to - Yes Right. When Yeſterday I 
brought Don John hither, was not Don Felix much 
difturb'd ?——tle was; and why: ?-— That may be 
worth enquiring. But ſomething more occurs. At my 
Arrival in this City, was I not told that two Cavaliers 

| were 
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were warm in the Purſuit of Leonora? One I remember 
well, they nam'd, twas Guzman The other, I am 
yet a Stranger to. I fear I ſhall not be fo long 
Tis Alvarada ! O the Traitor! yet I may wrong him 
much. I have Guzman's own Confeſſion that he pat 
the Wall to come to Leonora O! but 'twas to her 
Aſſiſtance — And fo it might, and he a Villain ſtill.— 

There are Aſſiſtances of various Sorts What were 
her Wants? — That's dark But whatſoc'er they were, 
he came to her Aſſiſtance. Death be his Portion, for 
his ready Service. 


Enter Don Felix. 


Don Fel. You avoid me, Don Pedro; *tis not well. 
"Am I not your Father, have you not Reaſon to believe 
I am your Friend? 

Don Ped. I have. 

Don Fel. Why do you not then treat me like a Fa- 
ther and a Friend ? The Myftery you make to me of 
laſt Night's Diſturbance, I take unkindly from you.— 
Come, tell me your Grief, that if I can I may aſſuage it, 

Don Ped, Nothing but Vengeance can give me eaſe, 
Don Fel. If I defire to know your Wrongs, tis to af. 
fit you in revenging em. | 

Don Ped. Know then, that laſt Night in this Apart- 
ment I found Don Guzman and Don Fotn. | 

Don Fel. Guzman and Alvarada ? | 

Don Ped. Yes; and Leonora almoſt naked between 
them, crying out for Aid. | 
Don Fel. Were they both guilty ? 

Don Ped. One was come to force her, t'other to ref. 
gue her. 5 

Don Fel. Which was the Criminal? 

Don Ped. Of that I am yet iguorant. They accuſe 
each other. 

Don Fel. Can't your Wife determine it ? | 

Don Ped. he Darkneſs of the Night put it out of 
| her Power. | 

Don Fel. But I perhaps may bring fome Light to aid 
you. I have Part in the Affront: Andtho my Arm's 
tco old and weak to ſerve you, my Counſel may be uſe- 


ful 
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ful to your Vengeance. Know then, that Don Crzmar: 
has a long Time purſu'd my Daughter; and I as reſo- 
lutely refus'd his Suit; which, however, has not hin- 
dered him from ſearching all Occaſions to ſee and ſpeak 
toher. Don John, on Nis Side | 
| 2 Ped. Don Fohr's my Friend, and I am confi- 

ent 5 

Don Fel. That Confidence deſtroys you. Hear m 
Charge, and be yourſelf his judge. — been 
a preiſing Suitor to my Daughter, 

Don Ped. Impoſlible ! 

Don Fel. To me myſelf, he has own'd his Love to 
her. 

Don Ped. Good Gods! Yet ſtill this leaves the Myſ- 
tery where it was; this Charge is equal. 

Don Fel. Tis true; but yonder's one (if you can 
make her ſpeak) I have Reaſon to believe can tell us 


more, — Ho, Jacinta /! 
Enter Jacinta. 


—_— Do you call me, Sir? 
on Fel. Yes; Don Pedro wou'd ſpeak with you. 
{To Don Pedro afide.] I'll leave you with her; preſs her; 
preſs her both by Threats and Promiſes, and if you find 
your Wife in Fault, old as I am, her Father too, I'll 
raiſe my Arm to plunge this Dagger in her Breaſt, and 
by that Firmneſs convince the World, my Honour's 
dearer to me than my Child, Exit Don Fel, 
Don Ped.” [ 4/ide.] Heaven grant me Power to ſtifle 
my Rage, till 'tis Time to let my Vengeance fly. 
cinta, come near: I :1ve fome Bufineſs with you. 
Jacin. [Afide.) His Buſineſs with me at this Time 
can be good for nothing, I doubt. 
Facin. [to Den Ped.] What Commands have you, Sir, 
for me ? I'm not very well. 

Don Ped. What's your Diſorder ? | : 
Fiuatein. A little Sort of a ſomething towards an Ague, 
I think. | 
Don Ped. You don't feem fo ill, but you may tell me — 
Jac in. O, I can tell you nothing, Sir, I aſſure Bon 
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Don Ped. You anſwer me before you hear my Queſtion. 
That looks as if you k ne 
Jacin. I know that what you are going to aſk me, is a 
Secret Pm out at. | RAY 
Don Ped. [offering her à Purſe.) Then this ſhall let 
thee into it. ä 
acin. I know nothing of the Matter. 
on Ped. Come, tell me all, and take thy Reward. 
Jacin. I know nothing of the Matter, I ſay. | 
Don Ped. *[ drawing his Sword.) Speak; or by all the 
Flame and Fire of Hell Eternal— 
x O Lard, O Lard, O Lard! 
on Ped. Speak, or th'art dead. 
acin. But if I do ſpeak, ſhan't I be dead for all that ? 
on Ped. Speak, and thou art ſafe. 
Facin, Well—O Lard — I'm fo frighted — But if I 
mull ſpeak then O dear Heart give me the Purſe. 
Don Ped. There. | | 
Jacin. Why truly, between a Purſe in one's Hand 
and—a Sword in one's Guts, I think there's little room 
left for Debate. | 
Don Peg. Come begin, I'm impatient. 
Jacin. Begin! let me ſee, where ſhall I begin? At 
Don Guzman, I think. 
Don Ped. What of him ? 
Jacin. Why he has been in love with my Lady theſe 
fix Years, | 
Don Ped. I know it ; but how has ſhe received him ? 
Jacin. Receive him! Why—as young Maids ule to 
receive handſome Fellows; at firſt ill, afterwards better. 
Don Ped. [4fide.) Furies! 
Did they ever meet ? 
> A little, 
n Ped. By Day or Night? 
Jacin. Both. - 
Don Ped. Diſtraction! Where was their Rendezvous? 
Facin, Where they cou'd not do one another much 
ood, 
, Don Ped. As how ? 
Facin. As through a Hole in a Wall. 


Don 
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Don Ped. The Strumpet banters me : Be ſerious, In- 
2 or 1 ſhall 2 your Gaiety; I'm not diſpos'd wo 
irth 
Jacin. Why I am ſerious, if you like my Story the 
better fort. 
Don Ped. [ A/ide. ] How miſerable a Wretch am 1! 
Facin. I tell you there's a Wall parts their two Houſes, 
and in that Wall there's a Hole. How the Wall came 
by the Hole, I can't tell; mayhap by chance, mayhap 
by no chance; but there *tis, and there they uſe to 
prattle. 
Don Ped. And this is Truth ? 
Jacin. I can't bate you a Word on't, Sir, 
Don Ped, When did they meet there laſt ? 
Jacin. Yelterday ; I ſuppoſe *rwas only to bid one 
Ader adieu. 
Don Ped. Ah, Facinta, thou haſt Kas my Soul! 
Jacin. [ Aſide. ] And yet | han't-told you half I — 
tell you, my Don. 
Don Ped. Where is this Place you ſpeak of ? 
Jacin. There *tis, if you are curious. 
Don Ped, When they wou'd ſpeak with ane another ; 
what's the Call? 
' Facin, Tinkle, Tinkle. 
Don Ped, A Bell ? 
acin, II is. 
on Ped Ring. 
N N hat do you mean, Sir ? 
on Ped. [ haſtily, ] Ring. ' 
Jacin. Tis done. 
Don Ped. ¶ Aſide.] I'll make uſe of her to examine 
him. Does he come? 
Jacin. Not yet. 1%: 
Lon Ped. Pull again. 
Jacin. You mult give him Time, sir: My E al- 
ways does ſo. 
Don ped. I hear ſomething. 
acin. *T1s he. 
Don Gug. [within.] Who's there? 
Don Ped, | /efth.} Say you are Leonora. 


[Dumb 
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Dumb Shew of her Unwillingneſs and his Threatning. 

Jacin. Le.] Tis Leonora. 

Don Guz. What are your Commands, Madam ? Ts 
1t poſlible ſo unfortunate a Wretch as I can be capable 
of ſerving you ? 

; Don Ped. whiſpers Jacinta, who ſeems backwards to 
ſpeak, — 

FJacin. I come to aſk you, how cou'd you ſo far forget 
that infinite Regard you have profeſſed, as to make an 

Attempt ſo dangerous both to yourſelf and me; and 

which, with all the Eſteem and Love I have ever borne 

you, you ſcarce cou'd hope I ever ſhou'd forgive you. 

Don Guz. Alas ! my Hopes and Fears were vaniſh'd 
too. My Counſel was my Love and my Deſpair, If 
they advis'd me Wrong, of them complain, fo it was 
you who made 'em my Directors. | 
Don Ped. [ Afide.] The Villain owns the Fact. It 
ſeems he thinks he has not fo much to fear from her Re- 

ſentment.— O Torture |! | 35 


Enter Leonora. 
Jacin. [ Afide.) So, ſhe's here; that's as I expected: 


now we are blown up, 
Leo. [ Afide, not ſeeing them.] If I don't miſtake, I 

heard Don Guzmar's Call. I can't refuſe to anſwer it. 
Forgive me, Gods, arid let my Woman's Weakneſs plead 
my Cauſe, - How ! my tiuſband here! Nay then 
Don Ped You ſeem diſorder'd, Madam; pray, what 
may be the Cauſe ? - 
Leo. [confus'd.) I don't know, really; I'm not—l 
don't know that 2s 
Don Ped. You did nat know that I was here, I gueſs ? 
Leo. Yes, I did, and-——came to ſpeak with you. 
Don Ped. I'm not at preſent in a talking Humour, 

but if your Tongue is ſet to Converſation, there's one 
behind the Wall will entertain you. 
Don Gaz. But is it poſſible, fair Leonora, that you 
can pardon my Attempt ? 

Don Ped. [to Leo.] You hear him, Madam; he dares 
own it to you. 
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Leo. ¶ #/ide.] Jacinta winks; I gueſs what Stene 
they have been acting here. My Part is now to play. 

[To Don Ped.] 1 ſee, Sir, he dares -own it: Nor is he 
the firſt Lover has preſum'd beyond the Countenance he 
ever has receiv'd. Pray draw near, and hear what he 
has more to ſay: It is my Intereſt you ſhou'd know the 
Depth of all has ever paſſed between us. | | 

Leo. [to Don Guz ] I fain wou'd know, Don Guzman, 
whether an the whole Conduct of my Life, you have 
known one ſtep, that cou'd encourage you to hope Jever 
cou'd be yours, but on the Terms of Honour which 
you ſought me ? | 


Don Guz. Not one. | | 
Leo, Why then thould you believe I con'd forgive the 


taking that by Force, Which you already were convint'd 
] valu'd more the keeping, than my Life? | 
Don Guz. Had my Love been as 1 as yours, 

- 1 with your Reaſon had perhaps debated. But not in 
Reaſon, but in Flames, 1 flew to Leonera. | 

Leo. If ſtrong Temptation be allow'd a Plea, Vice, 
in the worſt of Shapes, has much to urge: No, cou'd 
any "Thing have ſhaken me in Virtue, it maſt have been 
the Strength of it in you, Had you ſhone bright enough 
to dazzle me, 1 blindly might have miſſed the Path J 
meant to tread: But now you have clear'd my Sight for 
ever. If, therefore, from this Moment more you dare 
to let me know one Thought of Love, though in the 
humble Stile, expect to be a Sacrifice to him you at- 
tempt to wrong. Farewel! [She retires from bim. 

Don Gus. O ſtay and hear me !-—TIhave wrong*d my- 
ſelf; l'm innocent !——By all that's facred, juſt and 

, I'm innocent! 

Don Ped. {| Afide.)] What does he mean ? 

Don Guz. I have own'd a Fact I am not guilty of 
Facinta can inform you; ſhe knows I never: 

Facin, I know! The Man's mad: Pray, begone, 
Sir, my Lady will hear no more; ll ſhut him out, 
Madam, ſhan't I ? Te Pures the Hole, 

Zoo, I Have no farther Buſneſs with him. 
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Emer Iſabella ha/7ily. 


Jab. O Heavens, Leonora, where are you > Dow 


Pedro, you can aſſiſt me better. 
Leo. What's the Matter? 
Don Ped. What is it, Madam, I can ſerve you in? 
Lab. In what the Peace of my whole Life conſiſts; 
the oy of my Brother! Don Jobn's Servant has this 
Moment left me a Letter for him, which Thave open'd, 


knowing there is an Animoſity of ſome Time between em. 


Don Ped. Well, Malam'! 
Jab. O dear, it is a Challenge, and what to do I 
know not; if I ſhew it my Brother, he'll immediately 


fly to the Place appointed ; and if I don't, he'll be ac- 


cus'd of Cowardice, One way I riſque his Life, 
t'other I ruin his Honour. 
Don Ped. What wou'd you have me do, Madam? 
Lab. I'Il tell you, Sir: I only beg you'll go to the 
Place. where Don John expects him; tell him I have 


intercepted his Letter, and make him promiſe you he'll = 


ſend no more : By this generous Charity you may hin- 
der two Men (whoſe. Piques are on a frivolous Occaſion) 
from murdering one another! And by this good Of- 
fice, you'll repay the- ſmall Debt you owe my Brother, 


for . ot Night to Leonora's Succour ; and doubly 


pay the Obligation you. have to me, upon theſame Oc- 


caſion. 
Don Ped. What Obligation, Madam ? I am igno- 


rant ; pray inform me, 


Lab. Twas I, Sir, that firſt heard Leonora's Cries, 


and rTais'd my Brother to her Aid. Pray let me receive 
the ſame Aſſiſtance from your Prudence, which you have 
had from my Care, and my Brother's Generofity, But 
pray loſe no Time. Don 7% is perhaps already on 
the Spot, and not meeting my Brother, may ſend a 
ſecond Meſſage, which may be fatal. 

Don Peg. Madam, be at reſt ; you ſhall be ſatisfy'd, 
PH go this Moment. I'll only afk you firſt whether you 
are ſure you heard my Wife call out for Succour, before 
your Brother paſt the Wall ? 1 
Jab. I did ; wh; do you alk that Qeſtion? 


Don 
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Don Ped. I have a Reaſon, you may be ſure. 
LAlide.] Juſt Heaven, I adore thee ! The Truth at laſt 
ſhines clear, and by that Villain Avarada I'm betray'd. 
But enough; I'll make Uſe of this Occaſion for my 
Vengeance. [Ze Iſab.] Where, Madam, is it, Don 

ohn is waiting ? + -4 

Jab. But here, in a ſmall Field, behind the Garden. 
Don Ped. [ 4/de.] His Blood ſhall do me Reaſon for 

his Treachery. | | | 

Jab. Will you go there directly! 

Don Ped. Iwill. Be ſatisfy'd. [ Ex. Don Ped. 
Leo. You weep, 1/abella ? | 
1/ab. You ſee wy Trouble for a Brother for whom I 

wou'd die, and a Lover for whom I wou'd live. They 
both are Authors of my Grief, ' HRS 

. Leo, They both are Inſtruments of my Misfortune. 

| a | [ Exeunt, 


en. 
4 Enter Lopez. 0 
HO! my good Signior Don John, you are miſta- 
ken in your Man; I am your humble Valet, tis 
true, and I am to obey you; but when you have got 
the Devil in your Body, and are upon your Rantipole 
Adventures, you ſhall Quixote it by yourtelf, for Lopez, 
Vonder he is, waiting for poor Guzman, with a Sword 
of a Fathom and a Half; a Dagger for cloſe engage- 
ment; and (if I don't wiftake) a Pocket- piſtol for ex- 
traordinary Occaſions. I think I am not in the wron 
to keep a little out of the Way: Theſe Matters wi 
end in a Court of Juſlice, or I'm wrong in my Fore- 
ſight: Now that being a Place where 1 am pretty well 
known, and not over-much reputed, I believe 'tis beſt, 
neither to come in fer Priſoner nor Evidence. But 
hold; yonder comes another Toleds! Don Guzman 1 
preſume,” but I prefume wrong, it is—who is it? Don 
Pedro, by. all the Powers | What the Pox does he here, - 
or what the Pox do I here? Pm ſure as Matters ſtand, I 
| N ought 
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ought to fly him like a Creditor ; but he ſees me, *tis 
too late to ſlip him. ö 

; | Enter Don Pedro. 

Don Ped. How now, Lopez ; where are you going ? 

Lap. I'm going, Sir, I>—Ym going —1f you pleaſe 
'm going about my Buſineſs. 

Don Ped. From whence do you come ? | 

Lop. Only, only, Sir, from—taking the Air a little, 
Pm mightily muddled with a Whur——round about in 
my Head, for this Day or two; I'm going home to 
be let Blood, as faſt as I can, Sir. | 

Don Ped. Hold, Sir; I'll let you Blood here. 

This Raſcal may have borne ſome Part in this late 
Adventure: He's a Coward ; I'll try to frighten it out 
of him. 

Seizing him by the Collar, and drawing his Poniard. 

Lou Traitor, you, y' are dead. 

Lap. Mercy, Don Pearo “ 

Don Ped. Are you not a Villain? F{[Lop. 4neeling. 

Lap. Yes; if you pleaſe. 

Don- Ped. Is there ſo great a one upon Earth? 

Lop, With reſpect to my Maſter —— No. 

Don Ped. Prepare then to die ! 

Lop. Give me but Time, and I will. But, noble Don 
Pedro, juſt Don Pedro, generous Don Pedro, what is it 
I have done ? 

Don. Ped. What, if thou dar'ſt deny, I'll plung 
this Dagger deep into thy Throat, and drive the Falſe- 
hood to thy Heart again. Therefore, take heed, and 
on thy Life declare, didſt thou not this laſt night 
open my Doors to let Don Guzman in 

Lop. Don. Gunman! 

Don Ped. Don Guzman! Yes, Don Guzman, Trai- 
tor ; him. : 

Lop. Now may the Sky cruſh me, if I Jet in Don 
Guzman. 

Don Ped. Who did let you in then ? It was not your 
Maſter, ſure ! If it was him, you did your Duty; 1 have 
no more to ſay. | 

Lop. Why then, if I let in any Body elſe, I'm a Son 
of a Whore, © [ Rifing, 

Don 
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Don Ped. Did he order you before-hand, or did you 
do it upon his knocking ? 

Lop. Why he—PT'Il-tell you, Sir, he pray put up 
that Brilliant, it ſparkles ſo in my Eyes; it almoſt blinds 
me—thank you, Sir. Don Ped: puts it up. 

Why, Sir, I'Il tell you juſt how the Matter was, but 
I hope you won't conſider me as a Party. 

Don Ped. Go on; thou art ſafe. | | 

Lop. Why then, Sir, when (for our Sins) you' had 
left us, ſays my Maſter to me, Lopez, ſays he, go and 
ſtay at old Don Felix*'s Houſe, nil Don Pedro returns; 
they'll paſs thee for his Servant, and think he has or- 
der'd thee to ſtay there. And then, ſays he, doſt hear, 
open me the Door by Leonora's Apartment to-night, for 
I have a little Buſineſs, ſays he, to do there, | 

Don P#d.. | Afide.} Perfidious Wretch ! 

Lop. Indeed, I was at firit a little reſty, and ſtood off; 
being ſuſpicious (for J knew the Man) that there might 
be ſome ill Intentions. But he knew me too, takes me 
upon the weak Side, whips out a long Sword, and by 
the ſame: Means makes me do the Thing, as you have 
made me diſcover it. Xe.) There's neither Liberty 
nor Property in this Land, ſince the Blood of the Bowr- 
bons came amongſt us. | \, 

Don Ped. Then you let him in, as he bid you ? 

Lop. I did: If 1 had not, I had never lived to tell 
you the Story. Ves, I let him in. 

Don Ped. And what follow'd ? 

Lop. Why, hefollow'd. 

Don Ped. What ? 

Lop. His Inclinations, 

Don Ped. Which Way? 

Les. The old Way :— To a Woman, 

Don Ped. Confound him ! b 

Lop. In ſhort, he got to Madam's Chamber, and be- 
fore he had been there long, (tho' you know, Sir, a 
little Time goes a great Way in ſome Matters) I heard 
ſuch a clutter of ſmall Shot, Murder, Murder, Murder, 


Rape, Fire, Help, and ſo forth—Buthold, here he comes 
h himfelf, 
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himſelf, and can give you a more circumſtantial Ac. 
count of the Skirmiſh. | 


Don Ped. I thank thee, Heaven, at laſt, for having 

pointed me to the Victim I am to ſacrifice, [ Ex. Lop, 
Euter Don John. | 

[Drawing.) Villain, defend thyſelf. 

Don John, What do you mean? 

Don Ped. To puniſh a Traitor. 

Don John. Where is he? 

Don Pex. In the Heart of a ſworn Friend, 

Don Fehr. [ Aide.) I ſaw Lopez go from him, with 
out doubthe has told him all, [To Don Ped, 
Of what am I ſuſpe@ed ? | 

Don Ped, Of betraying the greateſt Truft that Man 
cou'd place in Man. | 

Don John. And by whom am TI accus'd ? 

Don Pd. By me: Have at thy Traitor's Heart! 

Don Jobn. Hold! And be not quite a Madman. 
Pedro, you know me well: You know I am not back. 
ward upon theſe Occaſions, nor ſhall I refuſe you any 
Satisfaction you'll demand; but firſt, I will be he 
and tell you, That for a Man of Senſe, you are pleas'd 
to make very odd Concluſions. | | 

Don Ped. Why, what is it poſſible thou canſt invent 
to clear thyſelf ? | k 

Don John. To clear myſelf! Of what F Pm to be 
thank'd for what I have done, and not reproach d. I 
find I have been an Aſs, and puſh'd my Fnendſhip to 
that Point, you find not Virtue in yourſelf enough to 
conceive it in another. But henceforward, I ſhall be a 
better Huſband of it. 

Don Pia, I ſhou'd be loth to find Ingratitude cou'd 
e'er be juſtly charg'd upon me; But after what your 
Servant has confeſs d 

Don Jubn. My Servant! Right, my Servant! The 
very Thing I gueſs'd. Fye, He, Don Pedro; is it 
from a Servant's Mouth a Friend condemns a Friend? 
Or can Servants always judge at what their Maſter's 
outward Actions point? But ſome Allowances I ſhou'd 

1 R make 
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make for the wild Agitation you muſt needs be in, I'm 
therefore calm, and thus far paſs all by. 

Don Ped. If you are innocent, Heaven be my Aid, 
that I may find you ſo. But till 
Don Fohr. But ſtill you wrong me, if you ſtill ſuſ- 
_ Hear then, in ſhort, my part of this Adventure, 

n order to acquit myſelf of the Charge you laid upon 
me in your Abſence, I went laſt night, juſt as *twas 
dark, to view the ſeveral Approaches of the Houſe 
where you had left your Wife; and I obſerv'd not far 
from one of the back Doors, two Perſons in cloſe eager 
Conference: I was diſguis'd, ſo ventur'd to paſs near 
'em, and by a Word or two I heard, I found *twas 
Guzman talking to Facinta, My Concern for your 
Honaur, made me at firſt reſolve to call him to an im- 
mediate Account, But then reflecting that I might 
poſſibly over-hear ſome Part of their Diſcourſe, and by 
that! judge of Leonora's Thoughts, I rein'd my Paſſion 
in; and by the help of an advancing Buttreſs, which 

kept me from their Sight, I learnt the lack Conſpiracy. 
Don Guzman ſaid, he had great Complaint to make; 
and ſince his honourable Love had been ſo ill return'd, 
he could with eaſe forgive himſelf, if by ſome rougher 
Means he ſhould procure, what Prayers and Tears and 
Sighs had urg'd in vain, - | | 
Don Ped. Goon, 

Don Fehr, His kind Aſſiſtant clos'd ſmoothly with 
him, and inform'd him with what eaſe that very Night 
ſhe'd introduce him to her Chamber. At laſt, they 
parted, with this Agreement, that at ſome Overture 
in a Wall, he ſhould expect her to inform him when 
Leonora was in Bed, and all the Coaſt was clear. 
Don Ped. Diſpatch the reſt—Is't poſſible after all he 
ſhould be innocent! YM 

Don Jahn. I muſt confeſs the Reſolution taken, made 
me tremble for you: How to prevent it now and for 
ever, was my next Care, I immediately, order'd Lopez 
to go lie at Don Felix's, and to open me the Door when 

all the Family were in Bed. He did as I directed him. 


J enter'd, and in the dark found my way to Leonora's 
10 | Apartment. 
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Apartment. I found the Door open, at which I was 
ſurpriz*d. I thought I heard ſome ſtirring in her Cham- 
ber, and in an Inſtant heard her cry for Aid. At this 
I drew, and ruſh'd into the Room, which Guzman, 
alarm'd at, cry'd out to her Aſſiſtance. His ready Im- 
pudence, I muſt confeſs, at firſt quite ſtruck me ſpeech- 
leſs; but in a Moment I regain'd my 'Tongue, and 
loud proclaim'd the Traitor. 

Don Ped. Is't poſſible ? 

Don Jobn. Yet more: your Arrival hindring me at 
that Time from taking Vengeance for your Wrong, I 
at this Inſtant expe& him here, to puniſh him (with 
Heaven's righteous Aid) for daring to attempt my 
Ruin with the Man, whoſe Friendſhip I prefer to all 
the Bleſſings Heaven and Earth diſpenſe. And now, 
Don Pedro, I have told you this, if till you have a 
Mind to take my Life, I ſhall defend it with the ſelf- 
ſame Warmth I intended to expoſe it in your Service. 

KT. [ Draws, 

Don Ped. [Afide.) If I did not know he was in love 
with Leonora, I could be eaſily ſurpriz'd with what he 
has told me, But—But yet ' tis certain he has deſtroyed 
the Proofs againſt him ; and if I only hold him guilty 
as a Lover; why muſt Don Guzman pals for innocent? 
Good Gods, I am again returning to my Doubts ! 

Don John ¶ Aide.) | have at laſt reduc'd him to a 
Balance, but one Lye more toſt in, will turn the Scale, * 
| To Don Ped.) One Obligation more, my Friend, you 
owe me ; I thought to have let it paſs, but it ſhall our, 
Know then, I lov'd, like you, the beauteous Leonora ; 
but from the Moment I obſery'd how deep her Dart had 
pierc'd you, tore my Paſſion from my bleeding Heart, 
and ſacriſicd my Happineſs to yours. Now, I have 
no more to plead; if ſtill you think your Vengeance 1s 
my due, come pay it me. i 

Don Ped. Rather ten thouſand Poignards ſtrike me 
dead! O Alvarada! can you forgive a wild diſtracted 
Friend? Gods ! Whither was my jealous Frenzy lead- 
ing me? Can you forget this barbarous Injury ? 

Don John. I can: No more. But for the future, 


think me what J am, a faithful and a zealous F riend.— 
| a R 2 Retire, 
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Retire, and leave me here. In a few Moments 1 hope 
to bring you further Proofs onꝰt. Guzman I inſtantly 
expect, leave me to do you Juſtice on him, 

Don Ped. That muſt not be. My Revenge can ne'er 
be ſatisfy'd by any other Hand but this. 

Don Febz. Then let That do't. You'll in a Moment 
have an Opportunity. 

Don Ped. You miſtake; he won't be here. 

Don John. How o ? : 

Don Ped. He has not had your Challenge. His Siſter 
intercepted it, and defired 1 wou'd come to prevent the 
Quarrel, 

Don John, What then is to be done? 

Don Ped. l'il go and find him out immediately. 

Don Jebn. Very well: Or held — [Ae] I mult 
hinder em from talking. Goſſiping may diſcover me. 
Yes : let's go and find him: Or, let me ſee— Aye, 
—" ill do better. 

Don Ped. What? 1 

Don John. Why—— That the Puniſhment ſhould. 
ſuit the Crime. 

Don Ped. Explain, 

Don Fehr. Attack him by his own Laws, of War 
Twas in the Night he would have had your Honour, 
and in the Night you ought to have his Life." 

Don Peg. Has Treaſon cannot take the Guilt from 
mine. 

Don John. There is no Guilt in fair Retaliation. 
When tis a Point of Honour founds the Quarrel, the 
Laws of Sword-Men mult be kept, tis true: But if a 
Thief glides in to ſeize my Treaſure, methinks I may 
return the Favour on my Dagger's Point, as well as 
with my Sword of Ceremony ſix Times as long. 

Don Ped. Yet ſtill the nobler Methcd I wou'd chooſe; 
1t better ſatisfies the Vengeance of a Man of Honour. 

Don John. I own it, were you ſure you. ſhou'd ſuc- 
_ceed : But the Events of Combats are uncertain. Your 
Enemy may ſcape you: You perhaps may only wound. 
him; you may be parted. Believe me, Pedro, the In- 
jury's too great for a Punctilio Satisfaction. = 
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Don Ped. Well, guide me as you pleaſe, ſo you direct 
me quickly to my Vengeance. What do you propoſe ? 

Don John. That which is as eaſy; as tis juſt to execute. 
The Wall he paſſed, to attempt your Wife, let us get 
over to prevent his doing ſo any more. Twill let us 
into a private Apartment by his Garden, where every 
Evening in his amorous Solitudes he ſpends ſome Time 
alone, and where I gueſs his late fair Scheme was drawn. 
The Deed done, we can retreat the Way we enter'd ; 
let me be your Pilot, tis now e'en dark, and the moſt 
proper Time. | 

Don Ped. Lead on; I'II follow you. 

Don Fehr. [4/ide.) How many Villanies I'm forc'd 
to act, to keep one ſecret ! | [Exeurt, 


SCENE, Don Guzman's Apartments. 


Don Guzman, /tting ſolus. 

With what Rigour does this unfaithful Woman treat 
me! Is't poſſible it can be ſhe, who appeared to love 
me with ſo much '] enderneſs ? How little ſtreſs is to be 
laid upon a Woman's Heart! Sure they're not worth 
thoſe anxious Cares they give. [ Ring.) Then burit my 
Chains, and give me Room to ſearch for nobler Plea- 
ſures, I feel my Heart begin to mutiny for Liberty; 
there is a Spirit in it yet, will ſtruggle hard for Free- 
dom: but Solitude's the worſt of Seconds. Ho! San- 
cho, Galinde, who waits there? Bring ſome Lights.— 
Where are you ? 

Enter Galindo, rubbing his Eyes, and drunk. 


Galin. I can't well tell. Do you want me, Sir? 

Don Guz. Yes, Sir, I want you. Why am I left in 
the dark ? What were you doing ? 
Gal. Doing, Sir! I was doing — what one does 
when one ſleeps, Sir. 

Don Guz. Have you no Light without ? 

Galin, [ Yawning.] Light! No, Sir, —— [ have 
no Light. I'm us'd to Hardſhip, I can fleep in the 
dark, 
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Don Cuz. You have been drinking, you Raſcal, you 
are drank, | % | 
Gal. I have been drinking, Sir, tis true, but I am 
nat drunk. Every Man that is drunk, has been drink. 
ing, confeſs d. But every Man that has been drink - 


ing, is not drunk, —— Confefs that too. 
Guz, Who is't has put you in this Condition, 
you Sot ? 


 Galin. A very honeſt Fellow: Madam LZeonora's 
Coachman,. nobody elſe. I have been making a little 
debauch with Madam Leonora's Coachman ; yes. 

Don Guz. How came you to drink with him, Beaſt ? 

Gal, Only per .Complaifance, Sir. The Coachman 
was to be drunk upon, Madam's Wedding; and I being 
a Friend, was deſired to take Part. 

Don Guz. And fo, you Villain, you can make your- 
ſelf merry, with what renders me miſerable. 
Salix. No, Sir, no; twas the Coachman was merry; 
I drank with Tears in my Eyes. The remembrance of 
your Misfortunes made me fo fad, ſo ſad, that every 
Cup I ſwallow'd was like a Cup of Poiſon to me. 

Don Guz, Without doubt, | 7 
Calin. Ves; and to mortify myſelf upon melanchaly 
Matters, I believe I took down fifty; yes. 

Don Guz. Go fetch ſame Lights, you drunken Sot, 
Ou. 
: Galin, Iwill, if I can. find the c Feeling for rhe Door 
Door, that's to fay——The 3 and running a=. 


Devil's in the Door; I think tis & gas ze. 
158 little for me——Shrunk this wet Weather, 
preſume, | Ex. Gatlin. 


Don Guzman alone. 


Abſence, the old Remedy for Love, muſt e'en be 
mine : to ſtay and brave. the Danger, were. Preſump- 
tion: Farewel Yalencia, then, and farewel, Leonera, And 
if thou can'ſt, my Heart, redeem thy Liberty, ſecure it 
by a Farewel eternal to her Sex, 
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Re-enter Galindo with a Candle, be falls, and puts 


Calin. Here's light, Sir ——S0,— 
Don Guz. Well done. You ſot- } Paſſing angrily in» 
tiſh Raſcal, come no more in my þ #0 another Chams- 
Sight. ber. 
| [Ex. Don Guz. 
Ga in. Theſe Boards are fo une ven 


the Candle nor the Candleſtick; 
It ſhan't be for want of ſearching, 
however. | 

O ho, have I got you? Enough, I'll look. for your: 
Companion to-morrow, 


Enter Don Pedro and Don John. 
Don Ped. Where are we now? 


about for the. 
Candle. 


«L 


You ſhall ſee now I ſhall neither 5 8 aud feeling 


Dan Joh. We are in the Apartment I told you of 


— 80th —II hear ſomething ſti Ten to 
one but tis he. 

Galin. Don't I. hear ſomewhat ?— — No — when 
one has Wine. in one's Head, one has ſuch a buſtle in 
one's Ears. | | 

Don. Pedro. [to Den John.] Who is that is talking 
to himſelf ? | | 


Don John. *Tis his Servant, I know his Voice, keep 


ſtill. a 
Galin, Well; ſince my Maſter has baniſhed me his 
Sight, I'll redeem by my Obedience, what I have loſt by 
my Debauch. T'll go fleep twelve Hours in ſome me- 
lancholy Hole where the Devil ſhan't find me ; yes. 
| [ Exit Galindo. . 
Don 7:hn. He's gone; but huſh, I hear ſomebody, 
coming. | 
Don Gu. Ho there! will nobody bring Light? 
1 [ Behind the Scene. 
Don Ped. *Tis Guzman. 
Don John. is fo, prepare. 
Don Ped. Shall l own my Weakneſs ? I feel an in- 
ward Check; I wiſh this could be done ſome other way. 
. 8 


| 
| 
| 
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Don John. Diſtraction all! Is this a Time to balance? 
Think on the Injury he would have done you, *twill for- 
tify your Arm, and guide your Dagger to his Heart. 

Don Ped. Enough, I'Il heſitate no more; be ſatisfy'd ; 
hark ! he's coming. | 


Don Guzman paſſes the Stage. 


Don Gx. I think theſe Rogues are reſolved to leave 
mein the dark all Night. [ Exit Don Goz. 
i Don Jobn. Now's your Time, follow him and ſtrik e 

ome. 

Don Ped. To his Heart, if my Dagger will reach it. 
[ Don Pedro folliwws him, 
Don John [Aide ] If one be kill'd, I'm fatisfy'd ; 
*tis no great Matter which, 


Re-enter Don Guzman, Don Pedro following him, 
with his Dagger ready to flrike. 


Don Guz. [Afde.] My Chamber. Door's lock'd; and 

I think 1 hear ſomebody tread — Who's there? No- 

body anſwers, But ſtill I hear ſomething ſtir. Hola 

there! Sancho, are you all drunk ? Some Lights here, 

quickly. | Isi. 

Don Guzman paſſes by the Corner where Don John fands, 
and goes off the Stage; Den Pedro following him, ſlabs 
Don John. | 


Don Ped. TA/ide.] Ithink I'm near him no- w. 
Traitor, take that, my Wife has ſent it thee, 
Don John. Ah, Pm dead! 
Don Ped. Then thou haſt thy Due, | 
Don Jobn. I have, indeed; *tis I that have betray'd 
thee. | 
Don Ped. And *tis I that am reveng'd on thee for 
doing it. | : 
Don John. I wou'd have forc'd thy Wife. wy 
Don Pez, Die then with the Regret to have fail'd in 
thy Attempt. 4 | 
Don Febn. Farewel, if thou can'ſt forgive me—[ des. 
Don Fed. I have done the Deed, there's nothing left 
but to make our Eſcape. Don John, where are you? 
Let's begone, I hear the Servants coming. | 
: Lopez 
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| Lopez #mocks hard at the Daor. 

Lop, Open there quickly, open the Door, 

Don Ped. "That's Lopez, we ſhall be difcover'd. But 
"tis no great Matter, the Crime will juitify the Execu- 
tion; but where's Don John? Don Jahn, where are you? 


Lopez knocks again. 

Lob. Open the Door there, quickly. Madam, I faw 
'em both paſs the Wall; the Devi.'s in't if any good 
comes on't. 

Leo. | am frightened out of my Senſes: ho, 1/abella “ 

Don Ped. * Lis Leonora. She's welcome. Wich her 
own Eyes let her ſee her Guzman dead. 


Euter Don Guzman, Leonora, Iſabella, Jacinta a2 
Lopez, with Lights. | 


Don Ped. Ha! what is't I ſee ? Guzman alive? 

Then who art thou ? . [ Locking on Den John. 
_ Guz, Guzman alive | Yes, Pedro, Guzman is 

alive. 

Don Ped. Then Heaven is juſt, and there's a Trai- 
tor dead. 

T/abella weeps.) Alas, Don Jobs ! 

Lop. ¶ Looking upon Don John.] Bonus Nocius. 

Don Guz. What has produced this bloody Scene ? 

Don Ped. Tis I have been the Actor in't; —my 
Poignard, Gzzmar, I intended in your Heart .———{f 
thought your Crime deſerv'd it: but I did you wrong, 
and my Hand in ſearching the Innocent, has by Hea- 
ven's Juſtice been directed to the Guilty. * 
with his laſt Breath, confeſs'd himſelf the Offende 
Thus my Revenge is ſatisfied, and you are clear'd. 

Don Guz. Good Heaven, how. equitable are thy 
Judgments ! | 

Don Ped. [To Leo.] Come, Madam, my Honour now 
is ſatisfied, and if you pleaſe my Love may be ſo too, 

Leo. I it is not, 


1. — 


You to yourſelf alone ſhall owe your Smart, 
For where Ive given my Hand, Ill give my Heart. 


EPILOGUE, 


| 
| 


PACED , 


Spoken by Mrs. Oldjeeld. 


HAT ſay you, Sirs, d'ye think my Lady ll ſcape ? 
*Tis dew'liſh hard to fland a Faw'rite's Rape. 
Shou'd Guzman, like Don John, break in upon her, 
For all ber Virtue, Heaven have Mercy on her + 
Her Sirength, I doubt, ' in bis Irreſolution, 
There's wondrous Charms in vig rous Execution, 
Indeed you Men are Fools, you won't believe. 
I at dreadful Things we Women can forgive © 
I knew but one we never do paſs by, : 
And that you plague us with eternally ; 
When in your courtly Fears to diſobli ge, 
You wen't attach the Town which you beftege * 
Your Cuns are light, and jlanted out of Reach : 
D ze think <vith Billet-denx to make a Breach ? 
*1 is Small- Shot all, and not a Stone will y: 
Walls fall by Cannon, and by firing nigh : 
In ſluggiſh dull Blectades you keep the Field, 
And ftarwve us cre we can w.th Honour yield. 
In ſhort — — | 
We can't recti de thoſe Terms you gently tender, 
But flerm, ani we can anſwer our Surrender. 
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